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DEDICATION 

To a Young Gentleman of Eton College 


HONOURED SIR, 

Od your last blrthdcty a well-meaning godfather 
presented you with a volume of mine, since you had 
been heard on occasion to express approval of my 
works The book dealt with a somewhat and branch 
of historical research, and it did not please you You 
wrote to me, I remember, complaining that 1 had Met 
you down’, and summoning me, as I valued your 
respect, to ‘pull myself together’ In particular you 
aei a'^ded to hear more of the doings of Richard Han- 
nay, a gentleman for whom you professed a liking 
I, too, have a liking for Sir Richard, and when I met 
him the other day (he is now a country neighbour) J 
observed that his left hand had been considerably 
mauled, an injury which I knew had not been due to 
the war He was so good as to tell me the tale of an 
unpleasant business in which he had recently been 
engaged, and to give me permission to retell it for 
your benefit Sir Richard took a modest pride in the 
affair, because from first to last it had been a pure 
contest of wits, without recourse to those more obvi- 
ous methods of strife with which he is familiar So 1 
herewith present it to you, in the hope that in the eyes 
of you and your friends it may atone for certain other 
wntmgs of mine with which you have been afflicted 
by those in authority 


J.B 
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CHAPTER 1 

Doctor Greenslade Theorizes 


That evening, I remember, as I came up throu^ the Mill 
Meadow, 1 was feeling peculiarly happy and contented. It was 
still mid-March, one of those spring days when noon is like May, 
and only the cold pearly base atsunset warns a man that he is not 
done with winter. The season was absurdly early, for the black- 
thorn was in flower and the hedge roots were full of primroses. 
The partridges were paired, the rooks were well on with their 
nests, and the meadows were full of shimmering grey flocks of 
fieldfares on their way north. I put up half a dozen snipe on the 
boggy edge of the stream, and m the bracken in Stem Wood I 
though^ T a woodcock, and hoped that the birds might nest 
with us this year, as they used to do long ago. It was jolly to see 
the world coming to life again, and to remember that this patch 
of England was my own, and all these wild things, so to. speak, 
members of my little household. 

As I say, I was in a very contented mood, for I had found some- 
thing I had longed for all my days. I had bought Fosse Manor 
just after the War as a wedding present for Mary, and for two 
and a half years we had been settled there. My son, Peter John, 
was rising fifteen months, a thoughtful infant, as healthy as a 
young colt and as comic as a terrier puppy. Even Mary’s anxious 
eye could scarcely detect in him any symptoms of decline. But the 
place wanted a lot of looking to, for it had run wild during the 
War, and the woods had to be thinned, gates and fences repaired, 
new drains laid, a ram put in to supplement the wells, a heap of 
thatching to be done, and the garden borders to be brought bade 
to cultivation. I had got through the worst of it, an% as I came out 
of the Home Wood on to the lower lawns and saw the old stone 
gables that the monks had built, I felt tha^jl was anchored at last 
in^the pleasantest kind of harbour. 

There was a pile of letters on the table in the hall, but I let 
them be, for I was not in the mood for any communication with 
the outer world. As I was having a hot bath Mary kept giving me 
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the news through her bedroom door. Peter John had been raising 
Cain over a first tooth ; the new shorthorn cow was drying off ; 
old George Whaddon had got his grand-daughter back from 
service; there was a new brood of runner-ducks; there was a 
missel-thrush building in the box hedge by the lake. A chronicle 
of small beer, you will say, but I was by a long chalk more inter- 
ested in it than in what might be happening in Parliament or 
Russia or the Hindu Kush. The fact is 1 was becoming such a 
mossback that I had almost stopped reading the^japers. Many a 
day The Times would remain unopened, for Mary never looked 
at anything but the first page to see who was dead or married. 
Not that I didn’t read a lot, for I used to spend my evenings 
digging into county history, and learning all I could about the old 
fellows who had been my predecessors. I liked to think that I lived 
in a place that had been continuously inhabited for a thousand 
years. Cavalier and Roundhead had fought over the countryside, 
and I was becoming a considciable authority on their tiny battles. 
That was about the only interest I had left in soldiering. 

As we went downstairs, I remember we stopped to look out 
of the long staircase window which showed a segment of lawn, 
a comer of the lake, and through a gap in the woods a vista 
of green downland. Mary squeezed my arm ‘What a blessed 
country,’ she said. ‘Dick, did you ever dream of such peace? 
Wp’re lucky, lucky people.’ 

Then suddenly her face changed in that way she has and grew 
very grave. I felt a little shiver run along her arm. 

‘It’s too good and beloved to last,’ she whispered. ‘Some- ^ 
times I am afraid.’ 

‘Nonsense,’ I laughed. ‘What’s going to upset it? I don’t 
believe in being afraid of happiness.’ I knew very well, of course, 
that Mary coyldn’t be afraid of anything. 

She laughed too. ‘All the same I’ve got what the Greek called 
aidos. You don’t know what that means, you old savage. It 
means that you feel ^ ou must walk humbly and delicately to 
propitiate the Fates. I wish I knew how.’ 

She walked too delicately, for she missed the last step and 
our descent ended in an undignified shuffle right into the arms 
of Dr Greenslade. 
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Paddock - 1 had got Paddock back after the War, and he was 
now my butler - was helping the doctor out of his ulster, and 1 
* saw by the satisfied look on the latter’s face that he was through 
with his day’s work and meant to stay to dinner. Here I had 
better introduce Tom Greenslade, for of all my recent acquaint- 
ances he was the one I had most taken to. He was a long lean 
fellow with a stoop in his back from bending over the handles 
of motor-bicycles, with reddish hair, and the greeny-blue eyes 
and freckled skin that often accompany that kind of hair. Fiom 
his high cheek bones and his colouring you would have set him 
down as a Scotsman, but as a matter of fact he came from 
Devonshire - Exmoor, I think, though he had been so much 
about the world that he had almost forgotten where he was 
raised. I have travelled a bit, but nothing to Greenslade. He had 
started as a doctor in a whaling ship. Then he had been in the 
South Aliicdii War and afterwards a temporary magistrate up 
Lydenburg way. He soon tired of that, and was for a long spell 
in Uganda and German East, where he became rather a swell 
on tropical diseases, and nearly perished through experimenting 
on himself with fancy inoculations. Then he was in South 
America, where he had a good practice in Valparaiso, and then 
in the Mala> States, where he made a bit of money in the rubber 
boom. There was a gap of three years after that when be was 
wandering about Central Asia, partly with a fellow called 
Duckett exploring Northern Mongolia, and partly in Chinese 
Tibet hunting foi new flowers, for he was mad about botany. 
He came home in the summer of 1914 , meaning to do some 
laboratory research work, but the War sw'ept him up and he 
went to France as M.O. of a territorial battalion. He got wounded 
of course, and after a spell in hospital went out to Mesopotamia, 
where he stayed till the Christmas of 1918, sweating hard at his 
job but managing to tumble into a lot of vari^ adventures, for 
he was at Baku with Dunslerville and got as far as Tashkent, 
where the Bolsheviks shut him up a fortnight in a bath- 
house. During the War he had every kind of sickness, for he 
missed no experience, but nothing ^med to damage per- 
manently his whipcord physique. He told me that his heart 
and lungs and blood pressure were as good as a lad’s of 
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twenty-one, though by this time he was on the wrong side 
of forty. 

But wheft the War was over he hankered for a quiet life, so 
he bought a practice in the deepest and greenest corner of 
England. He said his motive was the same as that which in the 
rackety Middle Ages made men retire into monasteries; he 
wanted quiet and leisure to consider his soul. Quiet he may 
have found, but uncommon little leisure, for I never heard of a 
country doctor that toiled at his job a^ he did. He would pay 
three visits a day to a panel patient, which shows the kind of 
fellow he was; and he would be out in the small hours at the 
birth of a gipsy child under a hedge. He was a first-class man in 
his profession, and kept abreast of it, but doctoring was only 
one of a thousand interests. I never met a chap with such an 
insatiable curiosity about everything in heaven and earth. He 
lived in two rooms in a farmhouse some four miles from us, 
and I dare say he had several thousand books about him. All 
day, and often half the night, he would scour the country in 
his little run-about car, and yet, when he would drop in to see 
me and have a drink after ma>be tvvcnty visits, he was as full 
of beans as if he had just got out of bed. Nothing came amiss 
to him in talk - birds, beasts, flowers, books, politics, religion - 
everything in the world except himself. He was the best sort of 
company, for behind all his quickness and cleverness you felt 
that he was solid bar-gold. But for him I should have taken root 
in the soil and put out shoots, for I have a fine natural talent for 
vegetating. Mary strongly approved of him and Peter John 
adored him. 

He was in tremendous spirits that evening, and for once in a 
way gave us reminiscences of his past. He told us about the 
people he badly wanted to see again; an Irish Spaniard up in 
the north of the Argentine who had for cattle-men a most 
murderous brand of native from the mountains, whom he used 
to keep in good humouii^by arranging fights every Sunday, he 
himself taking on the survivor with his fists and always knocking 
him out; a Scots trader from Hankow who had turned Buddhist 
'priest and intoned his prayers with a strong Glasgow accent; 
and most of all a Malay pirate, who, he said, was a sort of St 
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Francis with beasts, though a perfect Nero with his fellow-men. 

^ That took him to Central Asia, and he observed that if ever he 
left England again he would make for those parts, since they 
were the refuge of all the superior rascality of creation. He had 
a notion that something very odd might happen there in the 
long run. ‘Think of it!’ he cried. ‘All the places with names 
like spells ~ Bokhara, Samarkand - run by seedy little gangs of 
communist Jews. It won’t go on for ever. Some day a new 
Genghis Khrfn or a Timour will be thrown up out of the mael- 
strom. Europe is confused enough, but Asia is ancient Chaos.’ 

After dinner we sat round the fire in the library, which I had 
modelled on Sir Walter Bullivant’s room in his place on the 
Kennet, as I had promised myself seven years ago. I had meant 
It for my own room where I could write and read and smoke, 
but Mary would not allow it. She had a jolly panelled sitting- 
room of hei own upstairs, which she rarely entered ; but though 
I chased her away, she was like a hen in a garden and always 
came back, so that presently she had staked out a claim on the 
other side of my writing-table. I have the old huntcf’s notion 
of order, but it was useless to strive with Mary, so now my 
desk was littered with her letters and needlework, and Peter 
John’s toys and picture-books were stacked in the cabinet where 
I kept my fly-books, and Peter John himself used to make a 
kraal every morning inside an up-turned stool on the hearth-rug 

It was a cold night and very pleasant by the fireside, where 
some scented logs from an old pear-tree were burning. The 
doctor picked up a detective novel I had been reading, and 
glanced at the title-page. 

‘I can read most things,’ he said, ‘but it beats me how you 
waste time over such stuff. These shockers are too easy, Dick. 
You could invent better ones for yourself.’ 

‘Not I. I call that a dashed ingenious yam. I can’t think 
how the fellow does it.’ 

‘Quite simple. The author writes ^/e story inductively, and 
the reader follows it deductively. Do you see what I mean?’ 

‘Not a bit,’ I replied. 

‘Look here. I want to write a shocker, so I begin by fixing 
on one or two facts which have no sort of obvious connexion.' 
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‘For example?’ 

‘Well, imagine anything you like. Let us take three things a« 
long way apart - ’ He paused for a second to consider - ‘say, 
an old blind woman spinning in the Western Highlands, a bam 
in a Norwegian saeter, and a little curiosity shop in North 
London kept by a Jew with a dyed beard. Not much connexion 
between the three? You invent a connexion - simple enough if 
you have any imagination, and you jveave all three into the 
yarn. The reader, who knows nothing about the three at the 
start, is puzzled and intrigued and, if the story is well ananged, 
finally satisfied. He is pleased with the ingenuity of the solution, 
for he doesn't realize that the author fixed upon the solution 
first, and then invented a problem to suit it.’ 

‘I see,’ I said. ‘ You’ve gone and taken the gilt off my favourite 
light reading. I won’t be able any more to marvel at the waiter’s 
cleverness.’ 

‘I’ve another objection to the stuff - it’s not ingenious enough, 
or rather it doesn’t take account of the infernal complexity of 
life. It might have been all right twenty yeais ago, when most 
people argued and behaved fairly logically. But they don’t 
nowadays. Have you ever realized, Dick, the amount of stark 
craziness that the War has left in the world?’ 

Mary, who was sitting sewing under a lamp, raised her head 
and lacighed. 

Greenslade’s face had become serious. ‘I can speak about it 
frankly here, for you two are almost the only completely sane 
people I know. Well, as a pathologist. I’m fairly staggered. I 
hardly meet a soul who hasn’t got some slight kink in his brain 
as a consequence of the last se\en years. With most people it’s 
rather a pleasant kinlc - they’re less settled in their grooves, 
and they see theicomic side of things quicker, and are readier 
for adventure. But with some it’s pukka madness, and thaf 
means crime. Now, how^re you going to write detective stories 
about that kind of world the old lines? You can take nothing 
for granted, as you once could, and your argus-eyed, lightning- 
brained expert has nothing solid with which to build his founda> 
tions.’ 

I observed that the poor old War seemed to be gettmg blamed 
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for a good deal that I was taught in my childhood was due to 
original sin. 

‘Oh, Fm not questioning your Calvinism. Original sin is 
always there, but the meaning of civilization was that we had 
got it battened down under hatches, whereas now it’s getting 
its head up. But it isn’t only sin. It’s a dislocation of the mech- 
anism of human reasoning, a general loosening of screws. 
Oddly enough, in spite of parrot-talk about shell-shock, the 
men who fought suffer 'less •from it on the whole than other 
people. The classes that shirked the War are the worst - you see 
it in Ireland. Every doctor nowadays has got to be a bit of a 
mental pathologist. As I say, you can hardly take anything for 
granted, and if you want detective stories that are not childish 
fantasy you’ll have to invent a new kind. Better try your hand, 
Dick.’ 

‘Noi 1. 1 in a lover of sober facts.’ 

‘But, hang it, man, the facts are no longer sober. 1 could 
tell you - ’ He paused and I was expecting a yarn, but he changed 
his mind. 

‘Take all this chatter about psycho-analysis. There’s nothing 
very new in the doctrine, but people are beginning to work it 
out into details, and making considerable asses of themselves in 
the process. It’s an awful thing when a scientific truth becomes 
the quarry of the half-baked. But as 1 say, the fact of the sub- 
conscious self is as certain as the existence of lungs and arteries.’ 

‘I don’t believe that Dick has any subconscious self,’ said 
Mai7. 

‘Oh yes, he has. Only, people who have led his kind of life 
have their ordinary self so well managed and disciplined - their 
wits so much about them, as the phrase goes ~ that the sub- 
conscious rarely gets a show. But I bet if Dick took to thinking 
about his soul, which he never does, he woul^ find some queer 
corners. Take my own case.’ He turned towards me so that 1 
had a full view of his candid eyes and hungry check-bones which 
looked prodigious in the firelight. ‘ I belong more or less to the 
same totem as you, but I’ve long been awaie that I possessed 
a most curious kind of subconsciousness. I’ve a good memory 
and fair powers of observation, but they’re nothing to those 
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of my subconscious self. Take any daily incident. I see and 
hear, say, about a twentieth part of the details and remember 
about a hundredth part - that is, assuming that there is nothing 
special to stimulate my interest. But my subconscious self sees 
and hears practically everything, and remembers most of it. 
Only I can’t use the memory, for I don’t know that I’ve got it, 
and can’t call it into being when I wish. But every now and 
then something happens to turn on the tap of the subconscious, 
and a thin trickle comes through. T find myself sometimes 
remembering names I was never aware of having heard, and 
little incidents and details I had never consciously noticed. 
Imagination, you will say ; but it isn’t, for everything that that 
inner memory provides is exactly true. I’ve tested it. If I could 
only find some way of tapping it at will, I should be an un- 
commonly efficient fellow. Incidentally I should become the’ first 
scientist of the age, for the trouble with investigation and 
experiment is that the ordinary brain does not observe suffi- 
ciently keenly or remember the data sufficiently accurately.’ 

‘That’S interesting,’ I said. ‘I’m not at all certain I haven’t 
noticed the same thing in myself. But what has that to do with 
the madness that you say is infecting the world?’ 

‘Simply this. The barriers between the conscious and the 
subconscious have always been pretty stiff in the average man. 
But now with the general loosening of screws they are growing 
shaky and the two worlds are getting mixed. It is like two 
separate tanks of fluid, where the containing wail has worn 
into holes, and one is percolating into the other. The result 
is confusion, and, if the fluids are of a certain character, ex- 
plosions. That is why I say that you can’t any longer take the 
clear psychology of most civilized human beings for granted. 
Something is well^g up from primeval deeps to muddy it.’ 

‘ I don’t object to that,’ I said. ‘ We’ve overdone dvilization, and 
pa:sonally I’m all for a little barbarism. I want a simpler world.’ 

‘Then you won’t get 4,’ said Greenslade. He had become 
very serious now, and was looking towards Maty as he talked. 
‘The dvilized is far simpler than the primeval. All history has 
been an effort to make definitions, clear rules of thought, clear 
rules of conduct, solid sanctions, by which we can conduct 
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our life. These are the work of the conscious self. The sub- 
conscious is an elementary and lawless thing. If it intrudes on 
life two results must follow. There will be a weakening of the 
power of reasoning, which after all is the thing that brings men 
nearest to the Almighty. And there will be a failure of nerve.’ 

I got up to get a light, for I was beginning to feel depressed 
by the doctor’s diagnosis of our times. I don’t know whether he 
was altogether serious, for he presently started on fishing, which 
was one of his many ho'bbiei. There was very fair dry-fly fishing 
to be had in our little river, but 1 had taken a deer-forest with 
Archie Roylance for the season, and Greenslade was coming up 
with me to try his hand at salmon. There had been no sea-trout 
the year before in the West Highlands, and we fell to discussing 
the cause. He was ready with a dozen theories, and we forgot 
about the psychology of mankind in investigating the uncanny 
psychology of fish. After that Mary sang to us, for I considered 
any evening a failure without that, and at half-past ten the 
doctor got into his old ulster and departed. 

As I smoked my last pipe 1 found my thoughts going over 
Greenslade’s talk. 1 had found a snug harbour, but how yeasty 
the waters seemed to be outside the bar and how erratic the tides! 
I wondered if it wasn’t shirking to be so comfortable in a com- 
fortless world. Then 1 reflected that 1 was owed a little peace, 
for I had had a roughish life But Mary’s words kept coming 
back to me about ‘walking delicately'. I considered that my 
present conduct filled that bill, for I was mighty thankful for 
my mercies and in no way inclined to tempt Providence by 
complacency. 

Going up to bed, 1 noticed my neglected letters on the hall 
table. I turned them over and saw that they were mostly bills 
and receipts or tradesmen’s circulars. But ther^was one addressed 
in a handwriting that I knew, and as I looked at it I experienced 
a sudden sinking of the heart. It was from Lord Artinswell - 
Sir Walter Bullivant, as was - who^had now retired from the 
Foreign Office, and was living at his place on the Kennet. He 
and I occasionally corresponded aboqt farming and fishing, but 
I had a premonition that this was something different. I waited 
for a second or two before 1 opened it. 
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My Dear Dick, 

This note is in the nature of a ^^a^nIng. In the next day or two you 
will be asked, nay pressed, to undertake a troublesome piece of busi- 
ness. I am not responsible for the request, but I know of it. If you 
consent, it will mean the end for a time of your happy vegetable life. 
I don’t want to influence you one way or another ; I only give you notice 
of what is coming in order that you may adjust your mind and not be 
taken by surprise. My love to Mary and the son. 

Yours ever, 

A. 

That was all. 1 had lost my trepidation and felt very angry. 
Why couldn’t the fools let me alone? As 1 went upstairs 1 
vowed that not all the cajolery in the world would make 
me budge an inch from the path I had set myself. I had 
done enough for the public service and other people’s interests, 
and it was jolly w'ell time that 1 should be allowed to attend 
to my own. 


CHAPTER II 

/ Hear of the Three Hostages 

There is an odour about a country-house w'hich I love better 
than any scent in the world. Mary used to say it was a mixture 
of lamp and dog and wood-smoke, but at Fosse, where there 
was electric light and no dogs indoors, I fancy it was wood- 
smoke, tobacco, the old walls, and wafts of the country coming 
in at the windows. I liked it best in the morning, when there 
was a touch in it of breakfast cooking, and 1 used to stand at 
the top of the staircase and sniff it as I went to my bath. But 
on the pioming I write of 1 could take no pleasure in it ; indeed 
it seemed to tantaTize me with a vision of country peace which 
had somehow got broken. I couldn’t get that confounded letter 
out of my head. When I r^d it J had torn it up in disgust, but 
I found myself going down in my dressing-gown, to the surprise 
of a housemaid, piecing tqgether the fragments from the waste- 
paper basket, and reading it again. This time I flung the bits 
into the new-kindled fire. 
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1 was perfectly resolved that 1 would have nothing to do with 
Bullivant or any of his designs, but all the same I could not 
recapture the serenity which yesterday had clothed me like a 
garment. 1 was down to breakfast before Mary, and had finished 
before she appeared. Then I lit my pipe and started on my usual 
tour of my domain, but nothing seemed quite the same. It was 
a soft fresh morning with no frost, and the scillas along the edge 
of the lake were like bits of summer sky. The moor-hens were 
building, and the first ckiffodils were out in the round grass 
below the clump of Scots firs, and old George Whaddon was 
nailing up rabbit wire and whistling through his two remaining 
teeth, and generally the world was as clear and jolly as spring 
could make it. But 1 didn’t feel any more that it was really mine, 
only that I was looking on at a pretty picture. Something had 
happened to jar the harmony between it and my mind, and I 
cursed 3u and his intrusions. 

I returned by the front of the house, and there at the door to 
my surprise stood a big touiing Rolls-Royce. Paddock met me 
in the hall and handed me a card on which 1 read themame of 
Mr Julius Victor. 

I knew it, of course, for the name ol one of the richest men 
in the world, the American banker who had done a lot of 
Britain’s financial business in the War, and was in Europe now 
at some international conference 1 icmembered that Blenkiron, 
who didn’t like his race, had once described him to me as ‘the 
w'hitest Jew since the Apostle Paul’. 

In the library I found a tall man standing by the window 
looking out at our view. He turned as 1 entered, and I saw 
a thin face with a neatly irimmed grey beard, and the most 
worried eyes 1 have ever seen in a human countenance. Every- 
thing about him was spruce and dapper - his beautifully-cut 
grey suit, his black tic and pink pearl pin, hiS blue-and- white 
linen, his exquisitely polished shoes. But the eyes were so wild 
and anxious that he looked dishevelled 

‘General,’ he said, and took a step Towards me. 

We shook hands and 1 made him sit down. 

‘I have dropped the “General”, if you don’t mind,’ 1 said. 
‘What I want to know is, have you had breakfast?’ 
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He shook his head. ‘I had a cup of coffee on the road. I do 
not eat in the morning.’ 

‘Where have you come from, sir?’ I asked. 

‘From London.’ 

Well, London is seventy-six miles from us, so he must have 
started early. I looked curiously at him, and he got out of his 
chair and began to stride about. 

‘Sir Richard,’ he said, in a low pleasant voice which I could 
imagine convincing any man he tried it on, ‘you are a soldier 
and a man of the world and will pardon my unconventionality. 
My business is too urgent to waste time on apologies. I have 
heard of you from common friends as a man of exceptional 
resource and courage. I have been told in confidence something 
of your record. I have come to implore your help in a desperate 
emergency.’ 

I passed him a box of cigars, and he took one and lit it carefully. 
1 could see his long slim fingers trembling as he held the 
match. 

‘You may have heard of me,’ he went on. ‘I am a very rich 
man, and my wealth has given me power, so that Governments 
honour me with their confidence. I am concerned in various 
important affairs, and it would be false modesty to deny that 
my word is weightier than that of many Prime Ministers. I am 
labouring. Sir Richard, to secure peace in the world, and con- 
sequently I have enemies, all those who would perpetuate 
anarchy and war. My life has been more than once attempted, 
but that is nothing. I am well guarded. I am not, I think, more 
of a coward than other men, and I am prepared to take my 
chance. But now I have been attacked by a subtler weapon, and 
I confess I have no defence. I had a son, who died ten years 
ago at college. My only other child is my daughter, Adela, a 
girl of nineteen. IShe came to Europe just before Christmas, for 
she was to be married in Paris in April. A fortnight ago she was 
hunting with friends in I^orthamptonshire - the place is called 
Rushford Court. On the morning of the 8th of March she went 
for a walk to Rushford yiUage to send a telegram, and was last 
seen passing through the lodge gates at twenty minutes past 
eleven. She has not bera seen since.’ 
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‘Good God!’ I exclaimed, and rose from my chair. Mr 
^ Victor was looking out of the window, so I walked to the other 
end of the room and fiddled with the books on a shelf. There 
was silence for a second or two, till I broke it. 

‘Do you suppose it is loss of memory?’ I asked. 

‘No,’ he said. ‘It is not loss of memory. 1 know - we have 
proof ~ that she has been kidnapped by those whom I call my 
enemies. She is being held as a hostage.’ 

‘You know she is alive?’ 

He nodded, for his voice was choking again. ‘There is evidence 
which points to a very deep and devilish plot. It may be revenge, 
but I think it more likely to be policy. Her captors hold her as 
security for their own fate.’ 

‘Has Scotland Yard done nothing?’ 

‘Everything that man could do, but the darkness only grows 
thicker.’ 

‘Surely it has not been in the papers. I don’t read them 
carefully but I could scarcely miss a thing like that.’ 

‘ft has been kept out of the papers - for a reason which you 
will be told.’ 

‘Mr Victor,’ I said, ‘I’m most deeply sorry for you. Like you, 
I’ve just the one child, and if anything of that kind happened 
to him I should go mad But I shouldn’t take loo gloomy a 
view. Miss Adela will turn up all right, and none the worse, 
though you may have to pay through the nose for it. f expect it’s 
ordinary blackmail and ransom.’ 

‘No,’ he said very quietly. ‘It is not blackmail, and if it were, 
I would not pay the ransom demanded Believe me, Sir Richard, 
it is a very desperate affair. More, far more is involved than the 
fate of one young girl. I am not going to touch on that side, 
for the full story will be told you later by one b'^tter equipped to 
tell it. But the hostage is my daughter, my only child. I have 
come to beg your assistance in the search for her.’ 

‘But I’m no good at looking for things,’ I stammered. ‘I’m 
most awfully sorry for you, but I don’t see how 1 can help. 
If Scotland Yard is at a loss, it’s not likely that an utter novice 
like me would succeed.* 

‘But you have a different kind of imagination and a rarer 
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kind of courage. I know what you have done before. Sir Richard. 
I tell you you are my last hope.’ 

I sat down heavily and groaned. ‘I can’t begin to explain 'to 
you the bottomless futility of your idea. It is quite true that in 
the War I had some queer jobs and was lucky enough to bring 
some of them off. But, don’t you see, I was a soldier then, under 
orders, and it didn’t greatly signify whether I lost my life from 
a crump in the trenches or from a private bullet on the back- 
stairs. I was in the mood for any l*isk, "and my wits were strung 
up and unnaturally keen. But that’s all done with. I’m in a 
different mood now and my mind is weedy and grass-grown. 
I’ve settled so deep into the country that I’m just an ordinary 
hayseed farmer. If 1 took a hand - which I certainly won’t - 
I’d only spoil the game.’ 

Mr Victor stood looking at me intently. I thought for a 
moment he was going to offer me money, and rather hoped he 
would, for that would have stiffened me like a tamrod, though 
it would have spoiled the good notion I had of him. The thought 
may have crossed his mind, but he was clever enough to reject 
it. 

‘I don’t agree with a word you say about yourself, and I’m 
accustomed to size up men. I appeal to you as a Christian 
gentleman to help me to recover my child. I am not going to 
press 'that appeal, for I have already taken up enough of your 
time. My London address is on my card. Good-bye, Sir Richard, 
and believe me, I am very grateful to you for receiving me so 
kindly.’ 

In five minutes he and his Rolls-Royce had gone, and I was 
left in a miserable mood of shame-faced exasperation. 1 realized 
how Mr Julius Victor had made his fame. He knew how to 
handle men, for^if he had gone on pleading he would only have 
riled me, whereas he had somehow managed to leave it all to 
my honour, and thoroughly unsettled my mind. 

I went for a short wall^, cursing the world at large, sometimes 
feeling horribly sorry for that unfortunate father, sometimes 
lotting angry because h^ had tried to mix me up in his affairs. 
Of course I would not touch the thing; I couldn’t; it was 
manifestly impossible; I had neither the capacity nor the 




inclination. I was not a professional rescuer of distressed ladies 
whom I did not know from Eve. 

A man, I told myself, must confine his duties to his own 
circle of friends, except when his country has need of him. I 
was over forty, and had a wife and a young son to think of ; 
besides, I had chosen a retired life, and had the riglit to have 
my choice respected. But I can’t pretend that I was comfortable. 
A hideous muddy wave from the outer world had come to disturb 
my little sheltered pool. I found Mary and Peter John feeding 
the swans, and couldn’t bear to stop and play with them. The 
gardeners were digging in sulphates about the fig trees on the 
south wall, and wanted directions about the young chestnuts in 
the nursery ; the keeper was lying in wait for me in the stable- 
>ard Xor instructions about a new batch of pheasant eggs, and 
the groon- ^'^nted me to look at the hocks of Mary’s cob. But 
I simply couldn’t talk to any of them. These were the things I 
loved, but for a moment the gilt was off them, and I would let 
them wait till I felt better. In a very bad temper I returned to 
the library. 

I hadn’t been there two minutes when I heard the sound of 
a car on the gravel. ‘Let ’em all come,’ I groaned, and I wasn’t 
surprised when Paddock entered, followed by the spare figure 
and smooth keen face of Macgillivray. 

I don’t think I offered to shake hands. We were pretty good 
friends, but at that moment there was no one in the world I 
wanted less to see. 

‘Well, you old nuisance,’ I cried, ‘you’re the second visitor 
from town I’ve had this morning. Theie’ll be a shortage of 
petrol soon.’ 

‘Have you had a letter from Lord Artinswell?’ he asked. 

‘I have, worse luck,’ I said. 

‘Then you know what I’ve come about. But that can keep 
tiU after luncheon. Hurry it up, Dick, like a good fellow^ for 
I’m as hungry as a famished kestrel.’ 

He looked rather like one, with his sharp nose and lean 
head. It was impossible to be cross for 'long with Macgillivray, 
so we went out to look for Mary. ‘I may as well tell you,’ I 
told him, ‘that you’ve come on a fool’s errand. I’m not going 
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to be jockeyed by you or anyone into making an ass of myself. 
Anyhow, don’t mention the thing to Mary. I don’t want her to 
be worried by your nonsense.’ 

So at luncheon we talked about Fosse and the Cotswolds, 
and about the deer-forest I had taken - Machray they called it 
- and about Sir Archibald Roylance, my co-tenant, who had 
Just had another try at breaking his neck in a steeplechase. 
Macgillivray was by way of being a great stalker and could 
tell me a lot about Machray. The crab of the place was its 
neighbours, it seemed; for Haripol on the south was too steep 
for the lessee, a middle-aged manufacturer, to do justice to it, 
and the huge forest of Glenaicill on the east was too big for any 
single tenant to shoot, and the Machray end of it was nearly 
thirty miles by road from the lodge. The result was, said Mac- 
gillivray, that Machray was surrounded by unauthorized 
sanctuaries, which made the deer easy to shift. He said the best 
time was early in the season when the stags were on the upper 
ground, for it seemed that Machray had uncommonly fine high 
pastures' . . . Mary was m good spirits, for somebody had been 
complimentary about Peter John, and she was satisfied for the 
moment that he wasn’t going to be cut off by an early con- 
sumption. She was full of housekeeping questions about Machray 
and revealed such spacious plans that Macgillivray said that he 
thought he would pay us a visit, for it looked as if he wouldn’t 
be poisoned, as he usually was in Scotch shooting-lodges. It 
was a talk I should have enjoyed if there had not been that uneasy 
morning behind me and that interview I had still to get over. 

There was a shower after luncheon, so he and I settled our- 
selves in the library. ‘I must leave at three-thirty,’ he said, ‘so 
I have got just a little more than an hour to tell you my business 
in.’ 

‘Is It worth while starting?’ I asked. ‘I want to make it quite 
plain that under no circumstances am I open to any offer to 
take on any business oC any kind. I’m having a rest and a 
holiday. I stay here for the summer and then I go to Machray.’ 

‘There’s nothing to prevent your going to Machray in August,’ 
he \aid, opening his eyes. ‘The work I am gomg to suggest to 
you must be finished long before then.’ 
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J suppose that surprised me, for I did not stop him as I had 
meant to. I let him go on, and before I knew I found myself 
getting interested. I have a boy’s weakness for a yam, and 
Macgillivray knew this and played on it. 

He began by saying very much what Dr Greenslade had said 
the night before. A large part of the world had gone mad, 
and that involved the growth of inexplicable and unpredictable 
crime. All the old sanctities had become weakened, and men 
had grown too well accuslome*d to death and pain. This meant 
that the criminal had far greater resources at his command, and, 
if he were an able man, could mobilize a vast amount of utter 
recklessness and depraved ingenuity. The moral imbecile, he 
said, had been more or less a sport before the War; now he 
was a terribly common product, and throve in batches and 
battalions. Cruel, humourless, hard, utterly wanting in sense of 
proportion, out ^jften full of a perverted poetry and dmnk with 
rhetoric - a hideous, untamable breed had been engendered. 
You found it among the young Bolshevik Jews, among the 
young gentry of the wilder Communist sects, and very ’notably 
among the sullen murderous hobbledeho>s in Ireland. 

‘Poor devils,’ Macgillivray repeated ‘Tt is for their Maker to 
judge them, but we who are trying to patch up civilization have 
to see that they are cleared out of the world. Don’t imagine 
that they are devotees of any movement, good or bad. They 
are what I have called them, moral imbeciles, who can be swept 
into any movement by those who understand them They are 
the neophytes and hierophants of crime, and it is as crimj«'»als 
that T have to do with them. Well, all this desperate degenerate 
stuff is being used by a few clever men who are not degenerates 
or anything of the sort, but only evil There has never been such 
a chance for a rogue since the world began.’ 

Then he told me certain facts, which must remain unpublished, 
at any rate during our life-times. The main point was that there 
were sinister brains at work to organizg for their own purposes 
the perilous stuff lying about. All the contemporary anarchisms, 
he said, were interconnected, and out of the misery of decent 
folks and the agony of the wretched tools certain smug entre- 
preneurs were profiting. He and his men, and indeed the whole 
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police force of civilization - he mentioned especially the Ameri- 
cans - had been on the trail of one of the worst of these combines 
and by a series of fortunate chances had got their hand on it. Now 
at any moment they could stretch out that hand and gather it in 

But there was one difficulty. 1 learned from him that this par- 
ticular combine was not aware of the danger in which it stood, 
but that it realized that it must stand in some danger, so it had 
taken precautions. Since Christmas it had acquired hostages. 

Here I interrupted, for I felt rather incredulous about the 
whole business. ‘I think since the War we're all too reaJy to 
jump at grandiose explanations of simple things. I’ll want a 
good deal of convincing before I believe in your international 
clearing-house for crime.' 

‘I guarantee the convincing,’ he said gravely. ‘You shall see 
all our evidence, and, unless you have changed since I first knew 
you, your conclusion won't differ from mine. But let us come 
to the hostages.’ 

‘One 1 know about,’ I put in. ‘I had Mr Julius Victor here 
after breakfast ’ 

Macgillivray exclaimed. ‘ Poor soul ! What did you say to him?' 

‘Deepest sympathy, but nothing doing.’ 

‘And he took that answer?’ 

*I won't say he took it. But he went away. What about the 
others'/’ 

‘There are two more. One is a young man, the heir to a con- 
siderable estate, who was last seen by his friends in Oxford on 
the 17th day of February, just before dinner. He was an under- 
graduate of Christ Church, and was living out of college in 
rooms in the High. He had tea at the Gridiron and went to his 
rooms to dress, for he was dining that night with the Halcyon 
Club. A servant passed him on the stairs of his lodgings, going 
up to his bedroom. He apparently did not come down, and since 
that day has not been seen. You may have heard his name - 
Lord Mercot.’ 

I started. I had indeed heard the name, and knew the boy a 
little, having met him loccasionally at our local steeplechases. 
He was the grandson and heir of the old Duke of Alcester, the 
most respected of the older statesmen of England 
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‘They have picked their bag carefully,’ I said. ‘What is the 
third case?’ 

• ‘The cruellest of all. You know Sir Arthur Warcliff. He is a 
widower - lost his wife just before the War and he has an only 
child, a little boy about ten years old. The child - David is his 
name - was the apple of his eye, and was at a preparatory school 
near Rye. The father took a house in the neighbourhood to be 
near him, and the boy used to be allowed to come home for 
luncheon every Sunday.* One Sunday he came to luncheon as 
usual, and started back in the pony-trap. The boy was very keen 
about birds, and used to leave the trap and walk the last half-mile 
by a short cut across the marshes. Well, he left the groom at the 
usual gate, and, like Miss Victor and Lord Mercot, walked into 
black mystery.’ 

This stoT^v really did horrify me. I remembered Sir Arthur 
Warcliff - the kind, worn face of the great soldier and adminis- 
trator, and I could imagine his grief and anxiety. I knew what 
1 should have felt if it had been Feeler .John A much-travelled 
young woman and an athletic young man were defenceful 
creatures compared to a poor little round-headed boy of ten. 
But I still felt the whole affair too fantastic for real tragedy. 

‘But what right have you to connect the three cases?’ 1 asked. 
‘Three people disappear within a lew weeks of each other in 
widely separated parts of England. Miss Victor may have been 
kidnapped for ransom. Lord Mercot may have lost his memory, 
and David Warcliff may have been stolen by liamps. Why sh ‘Uld 
they be all part of one scheme? Why, for that matter, sh uld 
any one of them have been the work of your criminal combine? 
Have you any evidence for the hostage theory?’ 

‘Yes.’ Macgillivray took a moment or two to answer. ‘There 
is first the general probability. If a band of rascals wanted three 
hostages they could hardly find three better - the daughter of 
the richest man in the world, the heir of our greatest dukedom, 
the only child of a national heio. There is also direct evidence.’ 
Again he hesitated. 

‘Do you mean to say that Scotland Yard has not a single 
clue to any one of these cases?’ 

‘We have followed up a hundred clue^, but they have all 
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ended in dead walls. Every detail, I assure you, has been gone 
through with a fine comb. No, my dear Dick, the trouble is 
not that we’re specially stupid on this side, but that there is 
some superlative cunning on the other. That is why I want you. 
You have a kind of knack of stumbling on truths which no 
amount of ordinary reasoning can get at. I have fifty men 
working day and night, and we have mercifully kept all the cases 
out of the papers, so that we are not hampered by the amateur. 
But so far it’s a blank. Are you going tc help?’ 

‘No, I’m not. But, supposing T were, I don’t see that you’ve 
a scrap of proof that the three cases are connected, or that any 
one of the them is due to the criminal gang that you say you’ve 
got your hand on. You’ve only given me presumptions, and 
precious thin at that. Where’s your direct evidence?’ 

Macgillivray looked a little embarrassed. ‘I’ve started you at 
the wrong end,’ he said. ‘I should have made you understand 
how big and desperate the thing is that we’re out against, and 
then you’d have been in a more receptive mood for the rest of 
the story. You know as well as I do that cold blood is not 
always the most useful accompaniment in assessing evidence. 
I said I had direct evidence of connexion, and so I have, and 
the proof to my mind is certain.’ 

‘Well, let’s see it.’ 

‘It’S a poem. On Wednesday of last week, two days after 
David Warcliff disappeared, Mr Julius Victor, the Duke of 
Alcester, and Sir Arthur Warcliff received copies of it by the 
first post. They were typed on bits of flimsy paper, the envelopes 
had the addresses typed, and they had been posted in the West 
Central district of London the afternoon before.’ 

He handed me a copy, and this was what I read : 

SwCk where under midnight’s sun 
Laggard crops are hardly won ; - 
Where the sower casts his seed in 
Furrows oft the fields of Eden; - 
Where beside the sacred tree 
Spins the ^r who cannot see. 

I burst out laughing, for I could not help it - the whole thing 
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was too preposterous. These six lines of indifferent doggerel 
seemed to me to put the coping-stone of nonsense on the 
•business. But I checked myself when I saw Macgillivray’s face. 
There was a slight flush of annoyance on his check, but for the 
rest it was grave, composed, and in deadly earnest. Now Mac- 
gilJivray was not a fool, and I was bound to respect his beliefs. 
So I pulled myself together and tried to take things seriously. 

‘That’s proof that the three cases are linked together,’ I said. 
‘So much I grant you. But where’s the proof that they are the 
work of the great criminal combine that you say you have got 
your hand on?’ 

Macgillivray rose and walked restlessly about the room. 
‘The evidence is mainly presumptive, but to my mind it is certain 
presumption. You know as well as I do, Dick, that a case may 
be final vpt very difficult to set out as a senes of facts. My 
view on the matter is made up of a large number of tiny indica- 
tions and cross-bearings, and I am prepared to bet that if you 
put your mind honestly to the business you will take the same 
view. But I’ll gi\'e you this much by way of direct proof - in 
hunting the big show we had several communications of the 
same nature as this doggerel, and utterly unlike anything else I 
ever struck in criminology. There’s one of the miscreants who 
amuses himself with sending useless clues to his adversaries. It 
shows how secure the gang thinks itself.’ 

‘Well, you’ve got that gang anyhow. I don’t quite see why the 
hostages should trouble you. You’ll gather them in when you 
gather in the malefactors.’ 

‘I wonder. Remember we are dealing with moral imbeciles. 
When they find themselves cornered they won’t play foi safety. 
They’ll use their hostages, and when we refuse to bargain they’ll 
take their last revenge on them.’ 

I suppose I stared unbelievingly, for he wenfon: ‘Yes. They’ll 
murder them in cold blood - three innocent people - and then 
swing themselves with a lighter mind. 1 know the type. They’ve 
done it before.’ He mentioned one or two recent instances. 

‘Good God!’ I cried. ‘It’s a horrible thought! The only 
thing for you is to go canny, and not strike till you have got the 
victims out of their clutches.’ 
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‘We can’t,’ he said solemnly. ‘That is precisely the tragedy 
of the business. We must strike early in June. I won’t trouble 
you with the reasons, but believe me, they are final. There is 
just a chance of a settlement in Ireland, and there are certain 
events of the first importance impending in Italy and America, 
and all depend upon the activities of the gang being at an end 
by midsummer. Do you grasp that? By midsummer we must 
stretch out our hand. By midsummer, unless they arc released, 
the three hostages will be doomed. It is a ghastly dilemma, 
but in the public interest there is only one way out. 1 ought to 
say that Victor and the Duke and WarclifT are aware of this 
fact, and accept the situation. They are big men, and will do 
their duty even if it breaks their hearts.’ 

There was silence for a minute or two, for I did not know 
what to say. The whole story seemed to me incredible, and yet 
I could not doubt a syllable of it when I looked at Macgillivray’s 
earnest face. I feU the honor of the business none the less because 
it seemed also paitly unieal; it had the fantastic grimness of a 
nightmare. But most of all T realized that I was utterly incom- 
petent to help, and as I undei stood that 1 could honestly base 
my refusal on incapacity and not on disinclination I began to 
feel more comfortable, 

‘Wpll,’ said Macgillivray, after a pause, 'are you going to 
help us?* 

‘There’s nothing doing with that Sunday-paper anagram you 
showed me. That’s the sort of riddle that’s not meant to be 
guessed. I suppose you are going to ti7 to work up from the 
information you have about the combine towards a clue to the 
hostages.’ 

He nodded. 

‘Now, look hc^e,’ I said; ‘you’ve got fifty of the quickest 
brains in Britain working at the job. They’ve found out enougli 
to put a lasso round the enemy which you can draw tight when- 
ever you like. They’re trajped to the work and I’m not. What 
on earth would be the use of an amateur like me butting in? I 
wouldn’t be half as good as any one of the fifty. I’m not an 
expert, I’m not quick-witted. I’m a slow patient fellow, and 
this job, as you admit, is one that has to be done against time. 
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If you think it over, you’ll see that it’s sheer nonsense, my dear 
chap.’ 

‘You’ve succeeded before with worse material.' 

‘That was pure luck, and it was in the War when, as I tell 
you, my mind was morbidly active. Besides, anything I did 
then I did in the field, and what you want me to do now is office- 
work. You know I’m no good at office-work - Blenkiron always 
said so, and Bullivant never used me on it. It isn’t because I 
don’t want to help, but because I can’t.’ 

‘I believe you can. And the thing is so grave that I daren’t 
leave any chance unexplored. Won’t you come?’ 

‘No. Because I could do nothing.’ 

‘Because you haven’t a mind for it.’ 

‘Because I haven’t the right kind of mind for it.’ 

Ile-loo’^^tJ t his watch and got up, smiling rather ruefully. 

‘I’ve had my say, and now you know what 1 want of you. 
I’m not going to take your answer as final. Think over what 
I’ve said, and let me hear from you within the next day or two.’ 

But I had lost all my doubts, for it was very clear tome that 
on every ground 1 was doing the right thing. 

‘Don’t delude yourself with thinking that I’ll change my 
mind,’ I said, as I saw him into his car. ‘Honestly, old fellow, 
if I could be an atom of use I’d join you, but for your own sake 
you’ve got to count me out this time.’ 

Then 1 went for a walk, feeling pretty cheerful. I settled the 
question of the pheasants’ eggs with the keepei, and went n 
to the stream to see if there was any hatch of fly. It had clea. ;d 
up to a fine evening, and I thanked m/ stars that I was out of a 
troublesome business with an easy conscience, and could enjoy 
my peaceful life again. I say ‘with an easy conscience’, for 
though there were little dregs of disquiet still lurking about the 
bottom of my mind, I had only to review the facts squarely to 
approve my decision. 1 put the whole thing out of my thoughts 
and came back with a fine appetite for tea. 

There was a stranger in the drawing-room with Mary, a slim 
oldish man, very straight and erect, with one of those faces on 
which life has written so much that to look at them is like reading 
a good book. At first I didn’t recognize him when he rose to 
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greet me, but the smile that wrinkled the comers of his eyes and 
the slow deep voice brought back the two occasions in the past 
when I had run across Sir Arthur WarclifF . . . My heart sank as 
I shook hands, the more as I saw how solemn was Mary’s face. 
She had been hearing the story which I hoped she would never 
hear. 

I thought it best to be very frank with him. ‘I can guess your 
errand. Sir Arthur,’ I said, ‘and I’m extremely sorry that you 
should have come this long journey to* no purpose.’ Then I told 
him of the visits of Mr Julius Victor and Macgillivray, and what 
they had said, and what had been my answer. I think I made it 
as clear as day that I could do nothing, and he seemed to assent. 
Mary, I remember, never lifted her eyes. 

Sir Arthur had also looked at the ground while I was speaking, 
and now he turned his wise old face to me, and 1 saw ‘what 
ravages his new anxiety had made in it. He could not have been 
much over sixty and he looked a hundred. 

‘I do not dispute your decision. Sir Richard,’ he said. ‘I know 
that yoif would have helped me if it had been possible. But I 
confess I am sorely disappointed, for you were my last hope. 
You see - you see ~ I had nothing left in tb® world but Davie. 
If he had died I think I could have borne it, but to know nothing 
about \iim and to imagine terrible things is almost too much for 
my fortitude.’ 

I have never been through a more painful experience. To hear 
a voice falter that had been used to command, to see tears in 
the steadfastest eyes that ever looked on the world, made me 
want to howl like a dog. I would have given a thousand pounds 
to be able to bolt into the library and lock the door. 

Mary appeared to me to be behaving very oddly. She seemed 
to have the deljjjerate purpose of probing the wound, for she 
encouraged Sir Arthur to speak of his boy. He showed us a 
miniature he carried with him - an extraordinarily handsome 
child with wide grey eye^and his head most nobly set upon his 
shoulders. A grave little boy, with the look of utter trust which 
bdbngs to children who have never in their lives been unfairly 
treated. Mary said something about the gentleness of the face. 

‘Yes, Davie was very gentle,’ his father said. ‘I think he was 
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the gentlest thing I have ever known. That little boy was the 
very flower of courtesy. But he was curiously stoical, too. When 
be was distressed, he only shut his lips tight, and never cried. 
I used often to feel rebuked by him.’ 

And then he told us about Davie’s performances at school, 
where he was not distinguished, except as showing a certain 
talent for cricket. ‘1 am very much afraid of precocity,’ Sir 
Arthur said with the ghost of a smile. ‘But he was always 
educating himself in the riglft way, learning to observe and 
think.’ It seemed that the boy was a desperately keen naturalist 
and would be out at all hours watching wild things. He was a 
great fisherman, too, and had killed a lot of trout with the fly 
on hill burns in Galloway. And as the father spoke I suddenly 
began to realize the little chap, and to think that he was just 
the kmd of boy i wanted Peter John to be. I liked the stories 
of his love of nature and trout streams. It came on me like a 
thunderclap that if I were in his father’s place I should certainly 
go mad, and I was amazed at the old man’s courage. 

‘I think he had a kind of genius for animals,’ Sii* Arthur 
said. ‘He knew the habits of birds by instinct, and used to talk 
of them as other people talk of their friends. He and I were 
great cronies, and he would tell me long stories in his little quiet 
voice of birds and beasts he had seen on his walks. He had odd 
names for them too . . .’ 

The thing was almost too pitiful to endure. I felt as if 1 had 
known the child all my life. I could see him playing, I could 
hear his voice, and as for Mary she was unashamedly weeping. 

Sir Arthur’s eyes were dry now, and there was no catch in 
his voice as he spoke. But suddenly a sharper flash of realization 
came on him and his words became a strained cry: ‘Where is 
he now? What are they doing to him? Oh, G^d! My beloved 
little man - my gentle little Davie!’ 

That fairly finished me. Mary’s arm was round the old man’s 
neck, and I saw that he was trying Ip pull himself together, 
but I didn't see anything clearly. I only know that I was marching 
about the room, scarcely noticing that our guest was leaving. I 
remember shaking hands with him, and hearing him say that it 
had done him good to talk to us. It was Mary who escorted him 
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to the car, and when she returned it was to find me blaspheming 
like a Turk at the window. I had flung the thing open, for I felt 
suffocated, though the evening was cool. The mixture of anger 
and disgust and pity in my heart nearly choked me. 

‘Why the devil can’t I be left alone?’ I cried. ‘I don’t ask 
for much - only a little peace. Why in Heaven’s name should 1 
be dragged into other people’s business? Why on earth - ’ 

Mary was standing at my elbow, her face rather white and 
tear-stained. 

‘Of course you are going to help,’ she said. 

Her words made clear to me the decision which 1 must have 
taken a quarter of an hour before, and all the passion went out 
of me like wind out of a pricked bladder. 

‘Of course,’ I answered. ‘By the way, 1 had better telegraph 
to Macgillivray. And Warcliff too. What’s his address?’ 

‘You needn’t bother about Sir Arthur,’ said Mary. ‘Before 
you came in - when he told me the story - I said he could count 
on you. Oh, Dick, think if it had been Peter John!’ 

CHAPTER 111 

Researches in the Subconscious 

I WENT to bed in the perfect certainty that I wouldn’t sleep. 
That happened to me about once a >ear, when my mind was 
excited or angry, and I knew no way of dodging it. There was 
a fine moon, and the windows were sheets of opal cut by the 
dark jade limbs of trees; light winds were stirring the creepers; 
owls hooted like sentries exchanging passwords, and sometimes 
a rook would talk in its dreams; the little odd squeaks and 
rumbles of wild life came faintly from the woods; while 1 lay 
staring at the ceiling with my thoughts running round about in 
a futile circus. Mary’s even breathing tantalized me, for I never 
knew anyone with her perfect gift for slumber. I used to say 
that if her pedigree could be properly traced it would be found 
that she descended direct from one of the Seven Sleepers of 
Ephesus who married one of the Foolish Virgins. 

What kept me wakeful was principally the thought of that 
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poor little boy, David Warcliff. I was sorry for Miss Victor and 
Lord Mercot, and desperately sorry for the parents of all three, 
but what I could not stand was the notion of the innocent little 
chap, who loved birds and fishing and the open air, hidden away 
in some stuffy den by the worst kind of blackguards. The thing 
preyed on me till I got to think it had happened to us and that 
Peter John was missing. T rose and prowled about the windows, 
looking out at the quiet night, and wondering how the 
same world could contain uo much trouble and so much 
peace. 

I laved my face with cold water and Jay down again. It was 
no good letting my thoughts race, so I tried to fix them on one 
point in the hope that I would get drowsy. I endeavoured to 
recapitulate the evidence which Macgillivray had recited, but 
only mad^ fOc.!;.,h''ess of it, for 1 simply could not concentrate. 
1 sav/ always the face of a small boy, who bit his lips to keep 
himself from tears, and another perfectly hideous face that kept 
turning into one of the lead figures in the rose garden. A ridicu- 
lous rhyme too ran in my head - something about ti«c ‘mid- 
night sun’ and the ‘fields of Fden’. By and by I got it straightened 
out into the anagram business Macgillivray had mentioned. I 
have a fly-paper memory for verse when there is no reason why 
1 should rcincinbcr it, and I found I could repeat the six lines 
of the doggeiel. 

After that I found the lines mixing themselves up and 
suggesting all kinds of odd pictures to my brain. 1 took to 
paraphiasing them - ‘Under the midnight sun, where harvests 
are poor’ - that was Scandinavia anyliow, or maybe Iceland 
or Greenland or Labiador. Who on earth was the sower who 
sowed in the fields of Hden? Adam, perhaps, or Abel, who 
was the first fanner? Or an angel in heaven? More like an 
angel, I thought, for the line sounded like a hymn. Anyhow it 
was infernal nonsense. 

The last two lines took to escaping me, and that made me 
force my mind out of the irritable confusion in which it was 
bogged. Ah! I had them again: 

Where beside the sacred tree 
Spins the seer who cannot see. 
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The sacred tree was probably Yggdrasil and the spinner one 
of the Norns. I bad once taken an interest in Norse mythology, 
but I couldn’t remember whether one of the Noms was blind. 
A blind woman spinning. Now where had I heard something 
like that? Heard it quite recently, too? 

The discomfort of wakefulness is that you are not fully awake. 
But now I was suddenly in full possession of my senses, and 
worrying at that balderdash like a dog at a bone. I had been 
quite convinced that there was a clue in it, but that it would 
be impossible to hit on the clue. But now 1 had a ray of hope, 
for I seemed to feel a very faint and vague flavour of reminiscence. 

Scandinavian harvests, the fields of Eden, the blind spinner - 
oh, It was maddening, for Gvccy time I repeated them the sense 
of having recently met with something similar grew stronger. 
The North - Norway ~ surely I had it there! Norway ~ what was 
there about Norway? - Salmon, elk, reindeer, midnight sun, 
saeters - the last cried out to me. And the blind old woman that 
spun! 

I had it. These were two of the tlirec facts which Dr Greenslade 
had suggested the night before as a foundation for his imaginary 
‘shocker’ What was the third? A curiosity shop in North London 
kept by a Jew with a dyed beard. That had no obvious connexion 
with a §ower in the fields of Eden. But at any rate he had got two 
of them identical with the doggerel ... It was a clue. It must be 
a clue. Greenslade had somewhere and somehow heard the jingle 
or the substance of it, and it had sunk into the subconscious 
memory he had spoken of, without his being aware of it. Well, 
I had got to dig it out. If 1 could discover w^here and how he 
had heard the thing, I had struck a trail. 

When I had reached this conclusion, I felt curiously easier m 
my mind, and almost at once fell asleep. I awoke to a gorgeous 
spring morning, and ran down to the lake for my bath. I felt 
that 1 wanted all the freshening and screwing up 1 could get, and 
when I dressed after an icy plunge 1 was ready for all comers. 

Mary was down in time for breakfast, and busy with her 
letters. She spoke little, and seemed to be waiting for me to 
begin ; but I didn’t want to raise the matter which was upper- 
most in our minds till I saw my way clearer, so I said I was 
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going to take two days to think things over. It was Wednesday, 
so I wired to Macgillivray to expect me in London on Friday 
ihoming, and I scribbled a line to Mr Julius Victor. By half-past 
nine I was on the road making for Greenslade’s lodgings. 

1 caught him in the act of starting on his rounds, and made 
him sit down and listen to me. 1 had to give him the gist of 
Macgilliviay’s story, with extracts from those of Victor and 
Sir Arthur. Before I was half-way through he had flung off his 
overcoat, and before I had finiShed he had lit a pipe, which was 
a breach of his litual not to smoke before the evening. Wh^ I 
stopped he had that wildish look in his light eyes which you see 
in a cairn tenier’s when he is digging out a badger. 

‘You’ve taken on this job?’ he asked brusquely. 

I nodded. 

‘Wdll, 1 shouidiiH have had much respect for you if you had 
lefused. How can I help? Count on me, if I’m any use. Good 
God! I never heard a more damnable story.’ 

‘Have you got hold of the rhyme?’ I repeated it, and he said 
it after me 

‘Now, you remember the talk we had after dinner the night 
before last You showed me how a “shocker” was written, and 
you took at random three facts as the foundation. They were, 
you remember, a blind old woman spinning in the Western 
Highlands, a saetet in Noiway, and a curiosity shop in North 
London, kept by a Jew with a d>ed beard. Well, two of your 
facts are in that six-line jingle I have quoted to you.’ 

‘That is an odd coincidence. But is it anything more?’ 

‘I believe that it is. I don’t hold with coincidences. There’s 
generally some explanations which we’re not clever enough to 
get at. Your inventions were so odd that I can’t think they were 
mere inventions. You must have heard them^ somehow and 
somewhere. You know what you said about your subconscious 
memory. They’re somewhere in it, and, if you can remember just 
how they got there, you’ll give me the cjue I want. That six-line 
rhyme was sent in by people who were so confident that they 
didn’t mind giving their enemies a clue - only it was a clue which 
they knew could never be discovered. Macgillivray and his fellows 
can make nothing of it - never will. But if I can start from the 
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other end I’ll get in on their rear. Do you see what I mean? I’m 
going to make you somehow or other dig it out.’ 

He shook his head. ‘It can’t be done, Dick. Admitting your 
premise - that I heard the nonsense and didn’t invent it - the 
subconscious can't be handled like a business proposition. I 
remember unconsciously and I can’t recall consciously . . . But 
I don't admit your premise. I think the whole thing is common 
coincidence.’ 

‘I don’t,’ I said stubbornly, ‘and even if 1 did I’m bound to 
assume the contrary, for it’s the only card I possess. You’ve got 
to sit down, old chap, and do your damnedest to remember. 
You’ve been in every kind of odd show, and my belief is that 
you heard that nonsense. Dig it out of your memory and we’ve 
a chance to win. Otherwise, I see nothing but tragedy.’ 

He got up and put on his overcoat. ‘I’ve got a long round of 
visits which will take me all day. Of course I’ll try, but I warn 
you that I haven’t the ghost of a hope. These things don’t come 
by care and searching. I’d better sleep at the Manor to-night. 
How long can you give me?’ 

‘Two days - I go up to town on Friday morning. Yes, you 
must take up your quarters with us. Mary insists on it.’ 

There was a crying of young lambs from the meadow, and 
through the open window came the sound of the farm-carts 
jolting from the stackyard into the lane. Greenslade screwed 
up his face and laughed. 

‘A nasty breach in your country peace, Dick. You know I’m 
with you if there’s any trouble going. Let’s get the thing clear, 
for there’s a lot of researching ahead of me. My three were 
an old blind woman spinning in the Western Highlands - 
Western Highlands, was it? - a saeter barn, and a Jew curiosity 
shop. The other three were a blind spinner under a sacred tree, 
a saeter of sorts, and a sower in the lields of Eden - Lord, such 
rot! Two pairs seem to coincide, the other pair looks hopeless. 
Well, here goes for fortune! I’m going to break my rule and take 
my pipe with me, for this business demands tobacco.’ 

I spent a busy day writing letters and making arrangements 
about the Manor, for it looked as if I might be little at home 
for the next month. Oddly enough, I felt no restlessness or any 
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particular anxiety. That would come later; for the moment I 
sefemed to be waiting on Providence in the person of Tom 
Creenslade. I was trusting my instinct which told me that in 
those random words of his there was more than coincidence, 
and that with luck I might get from them a line on our problem. 

Greenslade turned up about seven in the evening, rather glum 
and preoccupied. At dinner he ate nothing, and when we sat 
afterwards in the library he seemed to be chiefly interested in 
reading the advertisements in The Times. When I asked ‘What 
luck?’ he turned on me a disconsolate face. 

‘ It is the most futile job I ever took on,’ he groaned. ‘ So far it’s 
an absolute blank, and anyhow T’ve been taking the wrong line. 
I’ve been trying to think myself into recollection, and, as I said, 
this thing comes not by searching, nor yet by pra>er and fasting. 
It occtlrrcd to that I might get at something by following up 
the differences betw'ecn the three pairs. It’s a familiar method in 
inductive logic, for differences aic often more s'jggesti\e than 
resemblances. So I worried away at the “sacred tree” as con- 
trasted with the “Western Highlands’’ and the "fields of Eden” 
as set against the curiosity shop. No earthly good. I gave myself 
a headache and I dare say I’ve poisoned half my patients. It’s no 
use, Dick, but I’ll peg away for the rest of the prescribed two 
days. I’m letting my mind lie fallow now and trusting to inspira- 
tion. I’ve got two faint glimmerings of notions. First, I don’t 
believe I said “Western Highlands”.’ 

‘I’m positive those were your words. What did you say, 
then?’ 

‘Hanged if I know, but I’m pretty certain it wasn’t that. I can’t 
explain properly, but you get an atmosphere about certain things 
in your mind and that phrase somehow jars with the atmosphere. 
Different key. Wrong tone. Second, I’ve got a hajy intuition that 
the thing, if it is really in my memory, is somehow mixed up with 
a hymn tune. I don’t know what tune, and the whole impression 
is as vague as smoke, but I tell it you ^r what it is worth. If I 
could get the right tune, I might remember something.’ 

‘You’ve stopped thinking?’ 

‘ Utterly. I’m an Aeolian harp to be played on by any wandering 
wind. You see, if I did hear these three things there is* no conscioas 
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rational clue to it. They were never part of my workaday mind. 
The only chancsc is that some material phenomenon may come 
along and link itself with them and so rebuild the scene whereT 
heard them. A scent would be best, but a tune might do. Our one 
hope - and it’s about as strong as a single thread of gossamer on 
the grass - is that that tune may drift into my head. You see the 
point, Dick? Thought won't do, for the problem doesn’t concern 
the mind, but some tiny physical sensation of nose, ear, or eye 
might press the button. Now, it hiay be hallucination, but Tve a 
feeling that the three facts I thought I invented were in some in- 
finitely recondite way connected with a hymn tune.’ 

He went to bed early, while I sat up till nearly midnight writing 
letters. As I went upstairs, I had a strong sense of futility and 
discouragement. It seemed the merest trifling to be groping 
among these spectral unrealities, while tragedy, as big and indis- 
putable as a mountain, was overhanging us. 1 had to remind my- 
self how often the trivial was the vital before I got rid of the prick 
m my conscience. I was tired and sleepy, and as I foiced myself 
to think of the immediate problem, the six lines of the jingle were 
all blurred. While I undressed I tried to repeat them, but could 
not get the fourth to scan. U came out as ; fields ol Lnne’, and 
after that ‘the green fields of Erine’. Then it became 'the green 
fields qf Eden ’. 

I found myself humming a tune. 

It was an old hymn which the Salvation Army used to play in 
the Cape Town streets when I was a schoolboy. 1 hadn’t heard it 
or thought of it for thirty years. But I remembered the tune very 
clearly, a pretty, catchy thing like an early Victorian drawing- 
room ballad, and 1 remembered the words of the chorus - 

On the other side of Jordan 
^n the green fields of Eden, 

Where the Tree of Life is blooming, 

Tlicre is rest for you. 

I marched off to Greenslade’s room and found him lying wide 
a^ke staring at the ceiling, with the lamp by his bedside lit. 1 
must have broken in on some train of thought, for he looked at 
me crossly. 
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‘I’ve got your tune,’ I said, and I whistled it, and then quoted 
what words I remembered. 

*‘Tune be blowed,’ he said. ‘I never heard it before.’ But he 
hummed it after me, and made me repeat the words several 
times. 

‘No good, I’m afraid. It doesn’t seem to hank on to anything. 
Lord, this is a fool’s game. I’m off to sleep.’ 

But three minutes later came a knock at my dressing-room 
door, and Greenslade entered.*! saw by his eyes that he was 
excited. 

‘It’s the tune all right. 1 can’t explain why, but those three 
blessed facts of mine fit into it like prawns in an aspic. I’m feeling 
my way towards the light now. I thought I’d just tell you, for you 
may sleep better for hearing it.’ 

I slept liise a iog, and went down to breakfast feeling more 
cheerful than I had felt for several days. But the doctor seemed 
to have had a poor night. His eyes looked gummy and heavy, 
and he had ruffled his hair out of all hope of order. I knew that 
trick of his ; when his hair began to stick up at the back he was 
out of sorts, either in mind or body. I noticed that he had got 
himself up in knickerbockers and thick shoes. 

After breakfast he showed no inclination to smoke. ‘I feel as 
if I were going to be beaten on the post,’ he groaned. ‘I’m a com- 
plete convert to your view, Dick. 1 heard my three facts and didn't 
invent them. What’s more, my three are definitely linked with the 
three in those miscreants’ doggerel. That tune proves it, for it 
talks about the “fields of Eden ’’ and yet is identified m my mem- 
ory with my three which didn’t mention Eden. That's a tremen- 
dous point and proves we’re on the right road. But I'm hanged 
if I can get a step farther. Wherever I heard the facts I heard the 
tune, but I’m no nearer finding out that place. I’v^got one bear- 
ing, and I need a second to give me the point of intersection I 
want, and how the deuce I’m to get it I don’t know.’ 

Greenslade was now keener even than Jwas on the chase, and 
indeed his lean anxious face was uncommonly like an old 
hound’s. I asked him what he was going to-do. 

‘At ten o’clock precisely I start on a walk- rightround the head of 
the Windrush and homeby the Forest. It’s going to be a thirty-mile 
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stride at a steady four and a half miles an hour, which, with half 
an hour for lunch, will get me back here before six. I’m going 
to drug my body and mind into apathy by hard exercise. Then I 
shall have a hot bath and a good dinner, and after that, when I’m 
properly fallow, 1 may get the revelation. Tlie mistake I made 
yesterday was in trying to think,^ 

It was a gleamy blustering March morning, the very weather 
for a walk, and I would have liked to accompany him. As it was 
I watched his long legs striding up the field we call Big Pasture, 
and then gave up the day to the job of putting Loch Leven fry 
into one of the ponds - a task so supremely muddy and wet that 
I had very little leisure to think of other things. In the afternoon 
I rode over to the market-town to see my builder, and got back 
only just before dinner to learn that Grecnsladc had returned 
He was now wallowing in a hot bath, according to his programme 

At dinner he seemed to be in better spirits. The wind had height- 
ened his colour, and given him a ferocious appetite, and the 1906 
Clicquot, which 1 regard as the proper drink after a hard day, 
gave him the stimulus he needed. He talked as he had talked 
three nights ago, before this business got us in its clutches. Mary 
disappeared after dinner, and we sat oqrsclves in big chairs 
before the library fire, like two drowsy men who have had a busy 
day in the open air. I thought I had better say nothing till he 
chose to speak. 

He was silent for a long lime, and then he laughed not very 
mirthfully. 

‘I’m as far off it as ever. All day I’ve been letting my mind 
wander and measuring off miles with my two legs like a pair 
of compasses. But nothing has come to me. No word yet of 
that confounded cross-bearing 1 need. I might have heard that 
tune in any oge of a thousand parts of the globe. You see, my 
rackety life is a disadvantage - I’ve had too many different 
sorts of experience. If I’d been a curate all my days in one 
village it would have bpen easier.’ 

I waited, and he went on, speaking not to me but to the fire: 

" ‘I've got an impression so strong that it amounts to certainty 
that I never heard the words “Western Highlands’’. It was 
something like it, but not that.’ 
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‘Western Islands,’ 1 suggested. 

‘What could they be?’ 

‘I think I’ve heard the phrase used about the islands off the 
west coast of Ireland. Does that help you?’ 

He shook his head. ‘No good. I’ve never been in Ireland.’ 

After that he was silent again, staring at the fire, while I 
smoked opposite him, feeling pretty blank and dispirited. I 
realized that I had banked more than 1 knew on this line of 
inquiry which seemed to be coming to nothing . . . 

Then suddenly there happened one of those trivial things 
which look like accidents but 1 believe are part of the reasoned 
government of the universe. 

1 leaned forward to knock out the ashes of my pipe against 
the stone edee of the hearth. 1 hammered harder than I intended, 
and the pipe, Vvhidi was an old one, broke off at the bowl. I 
exclaimed iriitably, for I hate to lose an old pipe, and then 
pulled up sharp at the sight of Greenslade. 

He was staring open-mouthed at the fragments in my hand, 
and his eyes were those of a man whose thoughts are ftir away. 
l!c held up one hand, while 1 froze into silence, fhen the tension 
relaxed, and he dropped back into his chair with a sigh. 

‘The cross-bearing!’ he said. ‘I’ve got it . . . Medina.’ 

Then he lauglied at my puzzled face. 

‘Tm not mad, Dick. I once talked to a man, and as we talked 
he broke the bowl of his pipe as you have just done. He was the 
man who hummed the hymn tune, and though I haven’t :he 
remotest recollection of what he said, I am as certain as that I 
am alive that he gave me the three facts which sunk into the 
abyss of my subconscious memory. Wait a minute. Yes. I see 
it as plain as I see you. He broke his pipe Just as you have done, 
and some time or other he hummed that tune.’ 

‘Who was he?’ I asked, but Greenslade disregarded the 
question. He was telling his story in his own way, with his eyes 
still abstracted as if he were looking ^own a long corridor of 
memory. 

‘I was staying at the Bull at Hanham - shooting wild-fowl 
on the sea marshes. I had the place to myself, for it wasn’t 
weather for a counti 7 pub, but late one night a car broke down 
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outside, and the owner and his chauffeur had to put up at the 
Bull. Oddly enough I knew the man. He had been at one of the 
big shoots at Rousham Thorpe and was on his way back to* 
London. We had a lot to say to each other and sat up into the 
small hours. We talked about sport, and the upper glens of the 
Yarkand river, where I first met him. I remember quite a lot 
of our talk, but not the three facts of the tune, which made no 
appeal to my conscious memory. Only of course they must have 
been there.’ 

‘When did this happen?’ 

‘Early last December, the time we had the black frost. You 
remember, Dick, how I took a week’s holiday and went down 
to Norfolk after duck.’ 

‘You haven’t told me the man’s name.’ 

‘I have. Medina ’ 

‘Who on earth is Medina?’ 

‘Oh, Lord! Dick. You’re overdoing the rustic. You’ve heard 
of Dominick Medina.’ 

I had,* of course, when he mentioned the Christian name. 
You couldn’t open a paper without seemg something about 
Dominid^ Medina, but whether he was a i9oet or a politician 
or an actor-manager I hadn’t troubled to inquire. There was a 
pile of picture-papers on a side-table, and I fetched them and 
began to turn them over. Very soon I found what I wanted. 
It was a photograph of a group at a country house party for 
some steeplechase, the usual ‘reading-from-left-to-nght’ business, 
and there between a Duchess and a foreign Princess was Mr 
Dominick Medina. Thd -poverty of the photograph could not 
conceal the extraordinary good looks of the man. He had the 
kind of he^d I fancy Byron had, and I seemed to discern, too, 
a fine, clean, athletic figure. 

‘If you had happened to look at that rag you might have 
short-circuited your inquiry.’ 

He shook his head. ‘No. It doesn’t happen that way. I had 
to^t your broken pipe and the tune or I woul4 have been 
stuck.’ 

‘Then I suppose 1 have to get in touch with this chap and 
find where be picked up the three facts and the tune. But how 
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if be turns out to be like you, another babbler from the sub- 
conscious?’ 

‘That is the risk you run, of course. He may be able to help 
you, or more likely he may prove only another dead wall.’ 

I felt suddenly an acute sense of the difficulty of the job I 
had taken on, and something very near hopelessness. 

‘Tell me about this Medina. Is he a decent fellow?’ 

‘I suppose so. Yes, I should think so. But he moves in higher 
circles than I’m accustomed t6, so 1 can’t judge. But I’ll tell you 
what he is beyond doubt - he’s rather a great man. Hang it, 
Dick, you must have heard of him. He’s one of the finest shots 
living, and he’s done some tall tilings in the exploration way, 
and he was the devil of a fellow as a partisan leader in South 
Russia. Also - though it may not interest you - he’s an un- 
common line poet.’ 

‘1 suppose he’s some sort of a Dago.’ 

‘Not a bit of it. Old Spanish family settled here for three 
centuries. One of them rode with Rupert. Hold on! I rather 
believe I’ve heard that his people live in Ireland, or ’did live, 
till life there became impossible.’ 

‘What age?’ ^ 

‘Youngish. Not more than thirty-five. Oh, and the handsomest 
thing in mankind since the Greeks.’ 

‘I’m not a flapper,’ I said impatiently. ‘Good looks in a man 
are no sort of recommendation to me. I shall probably take a 
dislike to his face.’ 

‘You won’t. From what I know of him and you you’ll fall 
under his charm at first sight. I never heal'd of a man that didn’t. 
He has a curious musical voice and eyes that warm you - glow 
like sunlight. Not that I know him well, but I own I found him 
CKtraordinarily attractive. And you see from t^e papers what 
the world thinks of him.’ 

‘All the same I’m not much nearer my goal. I’ve got to find 
out where he heard those three blessed facts and that idiotic 
tune. He’ll probably send me to blazes, and, even if he’s civil, 
he’ll very likely be helpless.’ 

‘Your chance is that he’s a really clever man,' not an 
old blunderer like me. You’ll get the help of a first-class 
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mind, and that means a lot. Shall I write you a line of intro- 
duction?’ 

He sat down at my desk and wrote. ‘Fm saying nothing 
about your errand - simply that I’d like you to know each 
other - common interest in sport and travel - that sort of thing. 
You’re going to be in London, so I had better give your address 
as your club.’ 

Next morning Greenslade went back to his duties and 1 
caught the early train to town. I was not very happy about Mi 
Dominick Medina, for I didn’t seem able to get hold of him. 
Whd*s Who only gave his age, his lesidence - Hill Street, his club, 
and the fact that he was M.P. for a South London division, 
Mary had never met him, for he had appeared in London after 
she had stopped going about, but she remembered that her 
Wymondham aunts raved about him, and she had read some- 
where an article on his poetry. As I sat in the express, I tried tc 
reconstruct what kind of fellow he must be - a mixture of Byron 
and Sir Richard Burton and the young political highbrow. The 
picture wouldn’t compose, for 1 saw only a figure like a wax- 
work, with a cooing voice and a shop-walker’s suavity. Also hi‘ 
name kept confusing me, for I mixed him up with an old ruflian 
of a Portugee I once knev/ at Beira. 

I Was walking down St James’s Street on my way to Whitehall, 
pretty much occupied with my own thoughts, when I was 
brought up by a hand placed flat on my chest, and lo and 
behold! it was Sandy Arbuthnot. 

CHAPlfiR IV 

/ Make the Acquaintance of a Popular Man 

You may imagine how glad I was to see old Sandy again, for 
I had not set eyes on him since 1916. He had been an Intelligence 
Officer with Maude, anc^ then something at Simla, and after the 
, War had had an administrative job in Mesopotamia, or, as the> 
call it nowadays, Iraq. He had written to me from all kinds of 
queer places, but he never appeared to be coming home, and, 
what with my marriage and my settling in the counJtry, we 
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seemed to be fixed in ruts that were not likely to intersect. I 
had seen his elder brother’s death in the papers, so he was now 
Master of Clanroyden and heir to the family estates, but I didn’t 
imagine that that would make a Scotch laird of him. 1 never 
saw a fellow less changed by five years of toil and travel. He was 
despeiately slight and tanned - he had always been that, but the 
contours of his face were still soft like a girl’s, and his brown 
eyes were merry as ever. 

We stood and stared at ea£h other. 

‘Dick, old man,’ he cried, ‘I’m home for good. Yes - honour 
bright. For months and months, if not years and years. I’ve got 
so much to say to you T don’t know where to begin. But 1 can’t 
wait now. I’m olT to Scotland to sec my father. He's my chief 
concern now, for he’s getting very frail. But I’ll be back in three 
days’. Let’s dine together on Tuesday.’ 

We were standing at the door of a club - his and mine - and 
a porter was stowing his baggage into a taxi. Before I could 
properly realize that it was Sandy, he was waving his hand from 
the taxi window and disappearing up the street. 

The sight of him cheered me immensely and I went on along 
Pall Mall m a good temper. To have Sandy back in England and 
at call made me feel somehow more substantial, like a commander 
who knov/s his reserves are near. When 1 entered Macgillivray’s 
room 1 was smiling, and the sight of me woke an answering smile 
on hLs anxious face. ‘Good man!’ he said. ‘You look like 
business. You're to put yourself at my disposal while I p,ive 
you your bearings.’ 

He got out his papers and expounded the whole affair. It 
was a very queer story, yet the more 1 looked into it the thinner 
my scepticism grew. I am not going to write it all down, for it 
is not yet time; it would give away certain methods whidi have 
not yet exhausted their usefulness; but before I had gone very 
far, I took oil my hat to these same methods, for they showed 
amazing patience and ingenuity. It w^ an odd set of links that 
made up the chain. There was an importer of Barcelona nuts 
with a modest office near Tower Hill. There was a copper com- 
pany, purporting to operate in Spain, whose shares were not 
quoted on the Stock Exchange, but which had a fine office in 
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London Wall, where you could get the best luncheon in the 
City. There was a respectable accountant in Glasgow, and a 
French count, who was also some kind of Highland laird and a 
great supporter of the White Rose League. There was a country 
gentleman living in Shropshire, who had bought his place after 
the War and was a keen rider to hounds and a very popular 
figure in the county. There was a little office not far from Fleet 
Street, which professed to be the English agency of an American 
religious magazine; and th^e was a certain publicist, who was 
always appealing in the newspaper for help for the distressed 
populations of Central Europe. I remembered his appeals well, 
for I had myself twice sent him small subscriptions. The way 
Macgillivray had worked out the connexion between these 
gentry filled me with awe. 

Then he showed me specimens of their work. It was sheer 
unmitigated crime, a sort of selling a bear on a huge scale in 
a sinking world. The aim of the gang was money, and already 
they had made scandalous profits. Partly their business was 
mere conscienceless profiteering well inside the bounds of the 
law, such as gambling in falling exchanges and using every kind 
of brazen and subtle trick to make tfigir gamble a certainty 
Partly it w'as common fraud of the largest size. But there were 
darl^er sides - murder when the victim ran athwart their schemes, 
strikes engineered when a wrecked industry somewhere or other 
in the world showed symptoms of reviving, shoddy little out- 
bursts in shoddy little countries which increased the tangle 
These fellows were wreckers on the grand scale, merchants of 
pessimism, giving society another kick downhill whenever it 
had a chance of finding its balance, and then pocketing their 
profits. 

Their motive, as I have said, was gain, but that was not the 
motive of the people they worked through. Their cleverness 
lay in the fact that they used the fanatics, the moral imbeciles 
as Macgillivray called them, whose key was a wild hatred of 
something or other, or a reasoned belief in anarchy. Behind 
Hhe smug exploiters lay the whole dreary wastes of half-baked 
craziness. Macgillivray gave me examples of how they used these 
tools, the fellows who had no thought of profit, and were ready 
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to sacrifice everything, including their lives, for a mad ideal. It 
was a masterpiece of cold-blooded, devilish ingenuity. Hideous* 
•and yet comic too; for the spectacle of these feverish cranks 
toiling to create a new heaven and a new earth and thinking 
themselves the leaders of mankind, when they were dancing 
like puppets at the will of a few scoundrels engaged in the most 
ancient of pursuits, was an irony to make the gods laugh. 

I asked who was their leader. 

Macgillivray said he wasn’t certain. No one of the gang 
seemed to have more authority than the others, and their 
activities were beautifully specialized. But he agreed that there 
was probably one master mind, and said grimly that he would 
know more about that when they were rounded up. ‘The dock 
will settle that question.’ 

‘Hov^ meJi do they suspect?’ 1 asked. 

‘Not much. A little, or they would not have taken hostages. 
But not much, for we have been very careful to make no sign. 
Only, since we became cognisant of the affair, we have managed 
very quietly to put a spoke in the wheels of some of their worst 
enterprises, though I am positive they have no suspicion of it. 
Also we have put the brake on their propaganda side. They 
are masteis of propaganda, you know. Dick, have you ever 
considered what a diabolical weapon that can be « using all 
the channels of modern publicity to poison and warp men’s 
minds? It IS the most dangerous thing on earth. You can use 
It cleanly - as 1 think on the whole we did in the War - but j ou 
can also use it to establish the most damnable lies. Happily in 
the long run it defeats itself, but only after it has sown the 
world with mischief. Look at the Irish! They are the cleverest 
propagandists extant, and managed to persuade most people 
that they were a brave, generous, humorous, talented, warm- 
hearted race, cruelly yoked to a dull mercantile England, when 
God knows they were exactly the opposite.’ 

Macgillivray, I may remark, is an Ulsterman, and has his 
prejudices. 

‘About the gang - 1 suppose they’re all pretty respectable to 
outward view?’ 

‘Highly respectable,’ he said. ‘I met one of them at dinner 

47 



the other night at — ’s’ - he mentioned the name of a member of 
the Government. ‘Before Christmas I was at a cover shoot in 
Suffolk, and one of the worst had the stand next me - an un- 
commonly agreeable fellow.’ 

Then we sat down to business. Macgillivray’s idea was that I 
should study the details of the thing and then get alongside some 
of the people. He thought I might begin with the Shropshire 
squire. He fancied that I might stumble on something which 
would give me a line on the hostages, for he stuck to his absurd 
notion that I had a special flair which the amateur sometimes 
possessed and the professional lacked. I agieed that that was 
the best plan, and arranged to spend Sunday in his room going 
over the secret dossiers. I w'as beginning to get keen about the 
thing, for Macgillivray had a knack of making whatever he 
handled as interesting as a game 

I had meant to tell him about my experiments with Gicen- 
slade; but after what he had shown me 1 felt that that story wa*- 
absurdly thin and unpromising. But as 1 was leaving, 1 asked 
him casually if he knew Mr Dominick Medina 

He smiled. ‘Why do you ask? He’s scaicely your line ot 
country.’ 

‘I don’t know. I’ve heaid a lot about hihi and I thought 1 
would rather like to meet him.’ 

‘I barely know him, but I mu^t confess that the few times I’ve 
met him I was enormously attracted He's the handsomest being 
alive.’ 

‘So I’m told, and it’s the only thing that puts me off.’ 

‘It wouldn’t if you saw him. He’s not in the least the ordinary 
matinee luol. He is the only teilow 1 e\ci Iieard of wiio was 
adored by women and also liked by men He’s a first-class 
sportsman and said to be the best shot in England after His 
Maj^ty. He’s a coming man in politics, loo, and a most finished 
speaker. I once heard him, and, though I take very little stock in 
oratory, he almost had me on my feet. He has knocked a bit 
about the woild, and he is also a very pretty poet, though that 
wouldn’t interest you.’ 

‘I don’t know why you say that,’ I protested. ‘I’m getting 
rather good at poetry.’ 
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‘Oh, I know. Scott and Macaulay and Tennyson. But that is 
not Medina's line. He is a deity of les jeimes and a hardy inno- 
•vator. Jolly good, too. The man’s a fine classical scholar.’ 

‘Well, I hope to meet him soon, and I'll let you know my 
impression.’ 

I had posted my letter to Medina, enclosing Greenslade's 
introduction, on my way from the station, and next morning 
I found a very civil reply from him at my club. Grecnslade 
had talked of our common hitcrcst in big-game shooting, and 
he prol'essed to know all about me, and to be anxious to make 
my acquaintance. He was out of town unfortunately for the 
week-end, he said, but he suggested that I should lunch with 
him on the Monday. He named a club, a small, select, old- 
fashioned one of which most of the members were hunting 
sqiiifcs. 

I looked forward to meeting him with a quite inexplicable 
interest and on Sunday, when 1 was worrying through papers 
in Niacgiilivray’b room, I had him at the back of my mind. I 
had made a picture of something between a Ouida guardsman 
and the Apollo Belvedere and rigged it out in the smartest 
clothes. Rut w'hcn I gave my name to the porter at the club 
door, and a young man who was warming his hands at the 
hall fire came forward to meet me, 1 had to wipe that picture 
clean off my mind. 

He was about my own height, just under s'x feet, and at 'irst 
sight rather slightly built, but a hefty enough fellow to , res 
which knew where to look for the points of a man’s strength. 
Still he appealed slim, and therefore young, and you could see 
from the way he stood and walked that he was as light on his 
feet as a rope-dancer. There is a horrible word in the newspapers, 
‘well-groomed’, applied to men by lady journalists, which 
always makes me think of a glossy horse on >^hich a stable-boy 
has been busy with the brush and curry-comb. I had thought of 
him as ‘well-groomed’, but there was nothing glossy about his 
appearance. He wore a rather old well-cut brown tweed suit, 
with a soft shirt and collar, and a russet tie that matched his 
complexion. His get-up was exactly that of a country squire 
who has come up to town for a day at Tattersalls’. 
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I fijid it difficult to describe my first impression of his face, 
for my memory is all overlaid with other impressions acquired 
wl^n I looked at it in very different circumstances. But my 
chief feeling, I remember, was that it was singularly pleasant. 
It was very English, and yet not quite English; the colouring 
was a little warmer than sun or weather would give, and there 
was a kind of silken graciousness about it not commonly found 
in our countrymen. It was beautifully cut, every feature regular, 
and yet there was a touch of ruggedness that saved it from 
conventionality. I was puzzled about this, till 1 saw that it came 
from two things, the hair and the eyes. The hair was a dark 
brown, brushed in a wave above the foiehead, so that the face 
with its strong fine chm made an almost perfect square. But the 
eyes were the thing. They were of a startling blue, not the pale 
blue whi;h is common enough and belongs to our Norse an- 
cestry, but a deep dark blue, like the colour of a sapphire. 
Indeed if you think of a sapphire with the brilliance of a diamond, 
you get a pretty fair notion of those eyes. They would have made 
a plain-headed woman lovely, and in a man’s face, which had 
not a touch of the feminine, they were startling. Startling - I 
stick to that word - but also entrancing. 

He greeted me as if he had been living for this hour, and 
also with a touch of the deference due to a stranger. 

"This is' delightful. Sir Richard. It was very good of you to 
come. We’ve got a table to ourselves by the fire. 1 hope you’re 
hungry. I’ve had a devilish cold journey this morning and I 
want my luncheon.’ 

1 was hungry enough and 1 never ate a better meal. He gave 
me Burgundy on account of the bite in the weather, and after- 
wards I had a glass of the Bristol Cream for whiuh the club was 
famous; but he drank water himself. There were four other 
people in the room, all of whom he appeared to call by their 
Christian names, and these lanteni-Jawed hunting fellows seemed 
to cheer up at the sight of him. But they didn’t come and stand 
beside him and talk, whidh is apt to happen to your popular 
man. Jhere was that about Medina which was at once friendly 
and aloof, the air of a simple but tremendous distinction. 

I remember we began by talking about rifles. 1 had done a 
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good deal of shikar in my time, and I could see that this man had 
had a wide experience and had the love of the thing in his bones. 
He never bragged, but by little dropped remarks showed what 
a swell he was. Wc talked of a new -240 bore which had remark- 
able stopping power, and I said 1 had never used it on anything 
more formidable than a Scotch stag. ‘ It would have been a god- 
send to me in the old days on the Pungwe where 1 had to lug 
about a *500 express that broke my back.’ 

He grinned ruefully. ‘The old days!’ he said. ‘We’ve all had 
’em, and we're all sick to get ’em back Sometimes Tm tempted 
to kick over the traces and be off to the wilds again. I’m too 
young to settle down. And you, Sir Richard - you must feel the 
same. Do you never regret that that beastly old War is over?’ 

‘I can’t sav 1 do. I’m a middle-aged man now and soon I’ll be 
stiff in the joints. Fve settled down m the Cotswolds, and though 
I hope to get a lot of sport before I die I’m not looking for any 
more wars I'm positive the Almighty meant me for a fai mer.’ 

He laughed. ‘I wish I knew what He meant me for. It looks 
like some sort of politician.’ 

‘Oh, you!’ I said. ‘You’re the fellow with twenty talents. I’ve 
only got the one, and I’m jolly well going to bury it in the soil.’ 

I kept wondering how much help I would get out of him. I 
liked him enormously, but somehow I didn’t yet see his clever- 
ness. He was just an ordinary good fellow of my own totem - 
just such anothei as Tom Greenslade. It was a dark day, and <he 
firelight silhouetted his profile, and as 1 stole glances at it I v as 
struck by the shape of his head. The w^ay he brushed his hair front 
and back made it look square, but I saw that it was really . ound, 
the roundest head I have ever seen except in a Kaffir. He was 
evidently conscious of it and didn’t like it, so took some pains to 
conceal it. 

All through luncheon I was watching him covertly, and I could 
see that he was also taking stock of me. Very friendly these blue 
eyes weie, but veiy shrewd. He sudd^ly looked me straight in 
the face. 

‘You won’t vegetate,’ he said. ‘You needn’t deceive yourself. 
You haven’t got the kind of mouth for a rust?^' What is it to be? 
Politics? Business? Travel? You’re well off?’ 

51 



‘Yes. For my simple tastes Tm rather rich. But I haven’t the 
ambition of a maggot.’ 

‘No. You haven’t.’ He looked at me steadily. ‘If you don’t 
mind me saying it, you have too little vanity. Oh, I’m quick at 
detecting vanity, and anyhow it’s a thing that defies concealment. 
But I imagine - indeed I know - that you can work like a beaver, 
and that your loyalty is not the kind that cracks. You won’t be 
able to help yourself, Sir Richard. You’ll be caught up in some 
machine. Look at me. I swore two years ago never to have a 
groove, and I’m in a deep one already. England is made up of 
grooves, and the only plan is to select a good one.’ 

‘I suppose yours is politics,’ I said. 

‘I suppose it is. A dingy game as it’s played at present, but 
there are possibilities. There is a mighty Tory revival in sight, and 
it will want leading. The newly enfranchised classes, especially the 
women, wdl bring it about. The sufii agists didn’t know what a 
tremendous force of conservatism they were releasing when they 
won the vote for their sex. 1 should like to talk to you about these 
things some day.’ 

In the smoking-room we got back to sport and he told me the 
story of how he met Greenslade in Central*Asia. I was beginning 
to realize that the man’s reputation was justified, for theie was a 
curious mastery about his talk, a careless power as if everything 
came easily to him and was just taken in his stride. I had meant 
to open up the business which had made me seek his acquaint- 
ance, but I did not feel the atmosphere quite right lor it. I did not 
know him well enough yet, and 1 felt that if 1 once stai ted on those 
ridiculous three facts, which were all I had, 1 must make a clean 
breast of the v.hole thing and take him fully into my coniidcnce. 
I thought the time was scarcely ripe for that, especially as we 
would meet agaip. 

‘Are you by any chance free on Thursday?’ he asked as we 
patted. ‘1 would like to take you to dine at the Thursday Club. 
You’re sure to know soi-qp of the fellows, and it’s a pleasant way 
of spending an evening. That’s capital! Eight o’clock on Thurs- 
day. Short coat and black tie.’ 

As I walked away, 1 made up my mind that I had found the 
right kind of man to help me. I liked him, and the more 1 thought 
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of him the more the impression deepened of a big reservoir of 
power behind his easy grace. I was completely fascinated, apd the 
• proof of it was that I went off to the nearest bookseller’s and 
bought his two slhn volumes of poems. I cared far more about 
poetry than Macgillivray imagined - Mary had done a lot to 
educate me - but I hadn’t been very fortunate in my experiments 
with the new people. But I understood Medina’s verses well 
enough. They were very simple, with a delicious subtle tune in 
them, and they were desperately sad. Again and again came the 
note of regret and transience and disillusioned fortitude. As I 
read them that evening I wondered how a man, who had ap» 
parently such zest for life and got so much out of the world, 
should be so lonely at heart. It might be a pose, but there wak 
nothing of the conventional despair of the callow poet. This was 
the’woiK oi one as wise as Ulysses and as far-wandering. I 
didn’t see how he could want to write anything but the truth. 
A pose is a consequence of vanity, and I was pretty clear that 
Medina was not vain. 

Next morning I found his cadences still running in my head 
and 1 could not keep my thoughts off him. He fascinated me as a 
man is fascinated by a pretty woman. 1 was glad to think that he 
had taken a liking for me, for he had done far more than Greeu- 
slade’s casual introduction demanded. He had made a plan for 
us to meet again, and he had spoken not as an acquaintance but 
as a friend. Very soon I decided that I would get Macgillivi ay’s 
permission and take him wholly into our confidence, ' fto 
good keeping a man like that at arm’s length and asking 
solve puzzles presented as meaninglessly as an acrostic in a news- 
paper. He must be told all or nothing, and 1 was certain that if 
he were told all he would be a very tower of strength to me. The 
more I thought of him the more I was convinced of his excep- 
tional brains. 

I lunched with Mr Julius Victor in Carlton House Terrace. He 
was carrying on his ordinary life, and when he greeted me he 
never referred to the business which had linked us together. Or 
rather he only said one word. ‘I knew 1 could count on you,* he 
said. ‘I think I told you that my daughl*:- was engaged to be 
married this spring. Well, her fiance had come over from France 
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and will be staying for an indefinite time with me. He can prob- 
ably do nothing to assist you» but he is here at your call if you 
want him. He is the Marquis de la Tour du Pin.’ 

I didn’t quite catch the name, .and, as it was a biggish party, 
we had sat down to luncheon before I realized who the desolated 
lover was. It was my ancient friend Turpin, who had been liaison 
officer with my old division. 1 had known that he was some kind 
of grandee, but as everybody went by nicknames I had become 
used to think of him as Turpin, a version of his title invented, I 
think, by Archie Roylance. There he was, sitting opposite me, a 
very handsome pallid young man, dressed with that excessive 
correctness found only among Frenchmen who get their clothes 
in England. He had been a tremendous swashbuckler when he 
was with the division, unbridled in speech, volcanic in action, 
but always with a sad gentleness in his air. He raised his heavy- 
lidded eyes and looked at me, and then, with a word of apology 
to his host, marched round the table and embraced me. 

I felt every kind of a fool, but I was mighty glad all the same to 
see Turpin. He had been a good pal of mine, and the fact that he 
had been going to marry Miss Victor seemed to bring my new job 
in line with other parts of my life. But I hcyj no further speech 
with him, for I had conversational women on both sides of me, 
and in the few minutes while the men were left alone at table I fell 
into talk with an elderly man on my right, who proved to be a 
member of the Cabinet. I found that out by a lucky accident, for 1 
was lamentably ill-informed about the government of our country. 

I asked him about Medina and he brightened up at once. 

‘Can you place him?’ he asked. ‘1 can’t. I like to classify my 
fellow-men, but he is a new specimen. He is as exotic as the young 
Disraeli and as English as the late Duke of Devonshire. The point 
is, has he a policy, something he wants to achieve, and has he the 
power of attaching a party to him? If he has these two things, 
there is no doubt about his future. Honestly, I’m not quite cer- 
tain. He has very great talents, and I believe if he wanted he 
would be in the front rank as a public speaker. He has the ear of 
the House, too, though he doesn’t often address it. But 1 am never 
sure how much he cares about the whole business, and England, 
you know, demands wboleheartedness in her public men. She will 
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follow blindly the second-rate, if he is in earnest, and reject the 
first-rate if he is not.’ 

I said something about Medina's view of a great Tory revival, 
based upon the women. My neighbour grinned. 

‘ I dare say he’s right, and I dare say he could whistle women 
any way he pleased. It’s extraordinary the charm he has for them. 
That handsome face of his and that melodious voice would en- 
slave anything female from a charwoman to a Cambridge In- 
tellectual. Half his power of efturse comes from the fact that they 
have no charm for him. He’s as aloof as Sir Galahad from any 
interest in the sex. Did >ou ever hear his name coupled with a 
young woman’s? He goes everywhere and they would give their 
heads for him, and all the while he is as insensitive as a nice Eton 
boy whose only thought is of getting into the Eleven. You know 
him?’ 

1 told him, very slightly. 

‘Same with me. I’ve only a nodding acquaintance, but one can't 
help feeling the man everywhere and being acutely interested. It’s 
lucky he's a sound fellow. If he were a rogue he could plav the 
devil with our easy-going society.’ 

That night Sandy and I dined together. He had come back from 
Scotland in good spirits, for his father’s health was improving, 
and when Sandy was in good spirits it was like being on the 
Downs in a south-west wind. We had so much to tell each other 
that we let our food grow cold. He had to hear all about j’-y 
and Peter John, and what I knew of Blenkiron and a do/en at . .r 
old comrades, and I had to get a sketch - the merest sketch - of 
his doings since the Armistice in the East. Sandy for some reason 
was at the moment disinclined to speak of his past, but he was as 
ready as an undergraduate to talk of his future. He meant to stay 
at home now, for a long spell at any rate : and the question was 
how he should fill up his time. ‘Country life’s no good,’ he said. 
‘T must find a profession or I’ll get into trouble.’ 

I suggested politics, and he rather liked the notion. 

‘I might be bored in Parliament,’ fie reflected, ‘but 1 should 
love the rough-and-tumble of an election. 1 only once took part in 
one, and I discovered surprising gifts as a demagogue and made a 
speech in our little town which is still talked about. The chief row 
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was about Irish Home Rule, and I thought Td better have a 
whack at the Pope. Has it ever struck you, Dick, that ecclesiastical 
language has a most sinister sound? I knew some of the words, 
though not their meaning, but 1 knew that my audience would be 
just as ignorant. So I had a magnificent peroration. “Will you 
men of Kilclavers,” I asked, “endure to see a chasuble set up in 
your market-place? Will you have your daughters sold into 
simony? Will you have celibacy practised in the public streets?” 
Gad, I had them all on their feet behowing “Never!”’ 

He also rather fancied business. He had a notion of taking up 
civil aviation, and running a special service for transporting pil- 
grims from all over the Moslem world to Mecca. He reckoned the 
present average cost to the pilgrim at not less than £30, and be- 
lieved that he could do it for an average of £15, and show a 
handsome profit. Blenkiron, he thought, might be interested in 
the scheme and put up some of the capital. 

But later, in a corner of the upstairs smoking-room, Sandy was 
serious enough when I began to tell him the job 1 was on, for 1 
didn’t need Macgillivray’s permission to make a confidant of him 
He listened in silence while I gave him the main lines of the 
business that T had gathered from Macgilluvray’s papers, and he 
made no comment when I came to the story of the three hostages 
But, when 1 explained my disinclination to stir out of my country 
rut, he began to laugh. 

‘It’s a queer thing how people like us get a sudden passion for 
cosiness. I feel it myself coming over me What stirred you up in 
the end? The little boy?’ 

Then very lamely and shyly I began on the rhymes and Green- 
slade’s memory. That interested him acutely. ‘Just the sort of 
sensible-nonsensical notion you’d have, Dick. Go on. I’m thrilled.’ 

But when I came to Medina he exclaimed sharply. 

‘You’ve met hihi?’ 

‘ Yesterday at luncheon.’ 

‘You haven’t told him anything?’ 

‘No. But I’m going to.’ ^ 

‘ Sandy had been deep in an armchair with his legs over the side, 
but now he got up and stood with his arms on the mantelpiece 
looking into the fire. 
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‘I’m going to take him into my full confidence,’ 1 said, ‘when 
I’ve spoken to Macgillivray.’ 

‘ Macgillivray will no doubt agree?’ 

‘And you? Have you ever met him?’ 

‘Never. But of course Fve heard of him. Indeed 1 don’t mind 
telling you that one of my chief reasons for coming home was a 
wish to see Medina.’ 

‘You’ll like him tremendously. 1 never met such a man.’ 

‘So everyone says.’ He turned his face and I could see that it 
had fallen into that portentous gravity v/hicli was one of Sandy’s 
moods, the complement to his ordinary insouciance. ‘When are 
you going to sec him again?’ 

‘I’m dining with him the day after to-morrow at a thing called 
the Thursday Club.’ 

‘Oh, he DCicngc to that, docs he? So do 1. I think I’ll give my- 
self the pleasure of dining also.' 

I asked about the Club, and he told me that it had been started 
after the war by some of the people who had had queer jobs and 
wanted to keep together. It w'as very small, only twenty.members. 
There were Collatt, one of the Q-boat V.C.’s, and Pugh of the 
Indian Secret Service, and the Duke of Burminster, and Sir 
Arthur WarclilT, and several soldiers all more or less well-known. 
‘They elected me in 1919,’ said Sandy, ‘but of course I’ve never 
Ixjcn to a dinner. I say, Dick, Medina must ha^'e a pretty strong 
pull here to be a member of the Thursday. Though I sa>^ as 
shouldn’t, it’s a show most people would give their right han o 
be in.’ 

He sat down again and appeared to reflect, with his chin on his 
hand. 

‘You’re under the spell, I suppose,’ he said. 

‘Utterly. I’ll tell you how he strikes me. Your ordinary very 
clever man is apt to be a bit bloodless and prtggish, while your 
ordinary sportsman and good fellow is inclined to be a bit nar- 
row. Medina seems to me to combine all the virtues and none of 
the faults of both kinds. Anybody cah see he’s a sportsnian, and 
you’ve only to ask the swells to discover how high they put his 
brains.’ 

‘He sounds rather too good to be true.’ 1 seemed to detect a 
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touch of acidity in his voice. ‘Dick,’ he said, looking very serious, 
‘I want you to pronfise to go slow in this business - 1 mean about 
telling Medina.’ 

‘Why?’ I asked. ‘Have you anything against him?’ 

‘No - o - o,’ he said. ‘I haven’t anything against him. But he’s 
just a little incredible, and I would like to know more about him. 
I had a friend who knew him. I’ve no right to say this, and I 
haven’t any evidence, but I've a sort of feeling that Medina didn’t 
do him any good.’ 

‘What was his name?’ I asked, and was told ‘Lavatcr’; and 
when I inquired what had become of him Sandy didn’t know. He 
had lost sight of him for two years. 

At that 1 laughed heartily, for I could see what was the matter. 
Sandy was jealous of this man who was putting a spell on every- 
body. He wanted his old friends to himself. When I taxed ‘him 
with it he grinned and didn’t deny it. 

CHAPTER V 

The Thursday Club 

Wb met in a room on the second floor of a imie restaurant in 
Mervyn Street, a pleasant room, panelled in white, with big fires 
burning at each end. The Club had its own cook and butler, and 
I swear a better dinner was never produced in London, starting 
with preposterously early plovers’ eggs and finishing with fruit 
from Burminster’s houses. There were a dozen present including 
myself, and of these, besides my host, I knew only Burminster 
and Sandy. Collatt was there, and Pugh, and a wizened little man 
who had just returned from bird-hunting at the mouth of the 
Mackenzie. There was Pallister-Yeates, the banker, who didn’t 
look thirty, and Fdlleylove, the Arabian traveller, who was really 
thirty and looked fifty. I was specially interested in Nightingale, 
a slim peering fellow with double glasses, who had gone back to 
Greek manuscripts and his ^mbridge fellowship after captaining 
a Bedouin tribe. Leithen was there, too, the Attorney-General, 
who had been a private in the Guards at the start of the War, and 
had finished up a G.S.O.I., a toughly built man, with a pale face 
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and very keen quizzical eyes. I should think there must have been 
more varied and solid brains in that dozen than you would find 
•in an average Parliament. 

Sandy was the last to arrive, and was greeted with a roar of 
joy. Everybody seemed to want to wring his hand and beat him 
on the back. He knew them all except Medina, and I was curious 
to see their meeting. Burminster did the introducing, and Sandy 
for a moment looked shy. ‘IVe been looking forward to this for 
years,’ Medina said, and Sandy, after one glance at him, grinned 
sheepishly and stammered something polite. 

Burminster was chairman for the evening, a plump, jolly little 
man, who had been a pal of Archie Roylance in the Air Force. 
The talk to begin with was nothing out of the common. It started 
with horses and the spring handicaps, and then got on to spring 
salmon-fialiint,, -u’ one man had been on the Helmsdale, another 
on the Naver, and two on the Tay. The fashion of the Club was 
to have the conversation general, and there was very little talking 
in gi’OLips I was next to Medina, between him and the Duke, and 
Sandy was at the other end of the oval table. He had not much to 
say, and more than once I caught his eyes watching Medina. 

Then by and by, as was bound to happen, reminiscences began. 
Collatt made me laugh with a story of how the Admiralty had a 
notion that sea-lions might be useful to detect submarines. A 
number were collected, and trained to swim after submarines to 
which fish were attached as bait, the idea being that they would 
come to associate the smell of submarines with food, and go after 
a stranger. The thing shipwrecked on the artistic temperament. 
The beasts all came from the music-halls and had names like 
Flossie and Cissie, so they couldn’t be got to realize that there 
was a war on, and were always going ashore without leave. 

That story started the ball rolling, and by the time we had 
reached the port the talk was like what you uSed to find in the 
smoking-room of an East African coastal steamer, only a million 
times better. Everybody present had done and seen amazing 
things, and, moreover, they had the*brains and knowledge to 
orientate their experiences. It was no question of a string of 
yams, but rather of the best kind of give-and-take conversation, 
whm a man would buttress an argument by an apt recollection. 

59 



I especially admired Medina. He talked little, but he made others 
talk, and his keen interest seemed to wake the best in everybody. 
1 noticed that, as at our luncheon three days before, he drank 
only water. 

We talked, I remember, about the people who had gone miss- 
ing, and whether any were likely still to turn up. Sandy told us 
about three British officers who had been in prison in Turkestan 
since the summer of T8 and had only just started home. He had 
met one of them at Marseilles, and thought there might be others 
tucked away in those parts. Then someone spoke of how it was 
possible to drop off the globe for a bit and miss all that was hap- 
pening. I said 1 had met an old prospector in Barberton in 1920 
who had come down from Portuguese territory and when 1 asked 
him what he had been doing in the War, he said ‘What war?’ 
Pugh said a fellow had just turned up in Hong Kong, who had 
been a captive of Qiincse pirates for eight yeais and had never 
heard a word of our four years’ struggle, till he said something 
aljout the Kaiser to the skipper of the boat that picked him up. 

Then Sandy, as the newcomer, wanted news about Europe. 
I remember that Leithen gave him his views on the walahe that 
France was suffering from, and that Palliser«Yeatcs, who looked 
exactly like a Rugby three-quarter back, enlightened him - and 
incidentally myself - on the matter of German reparations. Sandy 
was furious about the muddle in the Near East and the mis- 
handling of Turkey. His view was that we were doing our best 
to hammer a much-divided Orient into a hostile unanimity. 

‘Lord!’ he cried, ‘how I loathe our new manners in foreign 
policy. The old English way was to regard all foreigners as 
slightly childish and rather idiotic and ourselves as the only 
grown-ups in a kindergarten world. That meant that we had a 
cool detached view and did even-handed unsympathetic justice. 
But now we hav6 got into the nursery ourselves and are bear- 
fighting on the floor. We take violent sides, and make pets, and 
of course, if you are ~phil something or other you have got to 
be ‘phobe something els^ It is all wrong. We are becoming 
Balkanized. 

We would have drifted into politics, if Pugh had not asked him 
his opinion of Gandhi. That led him into an exposition of the 
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meaning of the fanatic, a subject on which he was well qualified 
to speak, for he had consorted with most varieties. 

• ‘He is always in the technical sense mad - that is, his mind is 
tilted from its balance, and since wc live by balance he is a 
wrecker, a cro\\bar in the machinery. His power comes from the 
appeal he makes to the imperfectly balanced, and as these are 
never the majority his appeal is limited. But there is one kind of 
fanatic whose strength comes from balance, from a lunatic 
balance. You cannot say thaf there is any one thing abnormal 
about him, for he is all abnormal. He is as balanced as you or me, 
but, so to speak, in a fourth-dimensional world. That kind of 
man has no logical gaps in his creed. Within his insane postulates 
he is brilliantly sane. Take Lenin for instance. That’s the kind of 
fanatic I’m of.’ 

Lcithen asked how such a man got his influence. ‘You say that 
there is no crazy spot in him which appeals to a crazy spot in 
other people.’ 

‘He appeals to the normal,’ said Sandy solemnly, ‘to the per- 
fectly sane. He offers reason, not visions - in any case his visions 
are reasonable. In ordinary times he will not be heard, because, 
as I say, his world is not our world. But let there come a time of 
great suffering or discontent, when the mind of the ordinary man 
is in desperation, and the rational fanatic will come by his own. 
When he appeals to the sane and the sane respond, revolutions 
begin.* 

Pugh nodded his head, as if he agreed. ‘Your fanatic of course 
must be a man of genius,’ 

‘Of course. And genius of that kind is happily rare. When it 
exists, its possessor is the modern wizard. The old necromancer 
fiddled away with cabalistic signs and crude chemicals and got 
nowhere; the true wizard is the man who works by spirit on 
spirit. We are only beginning to realize the strange crannies of 
the human soul. The real magician, if he turned up to-day, 
wouldn’t bother about drugs and dopes. He would dabble in far 
more deadly methods, the compulsion of a fiery nature over the 
limp things that men call their minds.’ 

He turned to Pugh. ‘You remember the man we used to call 
Ram Dass in the War - I never knew his right name?’ 
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‘Rather,’ said Pugh. ‘The fellow who worked for us in San 
Francisco. He used to get big sums from the agitators and pay 
them in to the British Exchequer, less his commission of ten per 
cent.’ 

‘Stout fellow!’ Bumiinsler exclaimed approvingly. 

‘Well, Ram Dass used to discourse to me on this subject. He 
was as wise as a serpent and as loyal as a dog, and he saw a lot of 
things coming that we are just beginning to realize. He said that 
the great offensives of the future would be psychological, and he 
thought the Governments should get busy about it and prepare 
their defence. What a jolly sight it would be-all the high officials 
sitting down to little primers ! But there was sense in what he said. 
He considered that the most deadly weapon in the world was the 
power of mass-persuasion, and he wanted to meet it at the source, 
by getting at the mass-persuader. His view was that every spell- 
binder had got something like Samson’s hair which was the key 
of his strength, and that if this were tampered with he could be 
made innocuous. He would have had us make pets of ihe prophets 
and invite them to Government House. You remember the winter 
of 1917 when the Bolsheviks were making trouble in Afghanistan 
and their stuff was filtering through into India. Well, Ram Dass 
claimed the credit of stopping that game by his psychological 
dodges.^ 

He looked across suddenly at Medina. ‘You know the Frontier. 
Did you ever come across the ^uru that lived at the foot of the 
Shansi pass as you go over to Kaikand?’ 

Medina shook his head. ‘I never travelled that way. Why?’ 

Sandy seemed disappointed. ‘Ram Dass used to speak of him 
I hoped you might have met him.’ 

The club madeira was being passed round, and there was a 
little silence while we sipped it. It was certainly a marvellous 
wine, and I notifced with pain Medina’s abstinence. 

‘You really are missing a lot, you know,’ Buiminster boomed 
in his jolly voice, and for a second all the company looked 
M^ina’s way. 

He smiled and lifted his glass of water. 

‘S'// vini abstemius qui hermeneuma tentat aut hominum petit 
dominatum^' he said. 


62 



Niglitingale translated. ‘Meaning that you must be pussy-foot 
if you would be a big man.’ 

. There was a chorus of protests, and Medina again lifted his glass. 

‘I’m only joking. I haven’t a scrap of policy or principle in the 
matter. I don’t happen to like the stuff - that’s all.* 

I fancy that the only two scholars among us were Nightingale 
and Sandy. I looked at the latter and was surprised by the change 
in his face. It had awakened to the most eager interest. His eyes, 
which had been staring at Medina, suddenly met mine, and 1 
read in them not only interest but disquiet. 

Burniinster was delivering a spirited defence of Bacchus, and 
the rest joined in, but Sandy took the other side. 

‘There’s a good deal in that Latin tag,’ he said. ‘There are 
places in the world where total abstinence is reckoned a privilege. 
Did you ever come across the Ulai tribe up the Karakoram way?’ 
He was addressing Medina. ‘No? Well, the next time you meet a 
man in the Guides ask him about them, for they’re a curiosity. 
They’re Mc-himmedan and so should by rights be abstainers, 
but they’re a drunken set of sweeps, and the most priest-ridden 
community on earth. Drinking is not only a habit among them, 
it’s an obligation, and their weekly tamasha would make Falstaff 
take the pledge. But their priests - they’re a kind of theocracy ~ 
are strict teetotal. It is their privilege and the secret of their 
power. When one of them has to be degraded he is filled compul- 
sorily full of wine. That’s your - how does the thing go? - your 
^'liominuni dominatus"'.^ 

From that moment I found the evening go less pleasantly. 
Medina was as genial as ever, but something seemed to have 
affected Sandy’s temper and he became positively grumpy. Now 
and then he contradicted a man too sharply for good manners, 
but for the most part he was silent, smoking his pipe and answer- 
ing his neighbours in monosyllables. About eleven I began to feel 
it was time to leave, and Medina was of the same opinion. He 
asked me to walk with him, and I gladly accepted, for 1 did not 
feel inclined to go to bed. 

As 1 was putting on my coat, Sandy came up. ‘Come to the 
Club, Dick,’ he said. ‘I want to talk to you.’ His manner was so 
peremptory that I opened my eyes. 
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‘Sorry,’ I said. ‘I’ve promised to walk home with Medina.’ 

‘Oh, damn Medina!’ he said. ‘Do as I ask or you’ll be sorry 
for it.’ 

I wasn’t feeling very pleased with Sandy, especially as Medina 
was near enough to hear what he said. So I told him rather coldly 
that I didn’t intend to go back on my arrangement. He turned 
and marched out, cannoning at the doorway into Burminster, to 
whom he did not apologize. That nobleman rubbed his shoulder 
ruefully. ‘Old Sandy hasn't got used to his corn yet,’ he laughed. 
‘Looks as if the madeira had touched up his liver.’ 

It was a fine still March night with a good moon, and as we 
walked along Piccadilly 1 was feeling cheerful. The good dinner 
1 had eaten and the good wine 1 had drunk played their part in 
this mood, and there was also the satisfaction of having dined 
with good fellows and having been admitted into pretty select 
company. I felt my liking for Medina enormously increase, and 
I had the unworthy sense of superiority which a man gets from 
seeing an old friend whom he greatly admires behave rathei 
badly. 1 .was considering what had ailed Sandy when Medina 
raised the subject. 

‘A wonderful fellow Arbuthnot,’ he said. *I have wanted to 
meet him for years, and he is certainly up to my expectations 
But he has been quite long enough abroad. A mind as keen as his, 
if it doesn’t have the company of its equals, is in danger of getting 
viewy. What he said to-night was amazingly interesting, but I 
thought it a little fantastic.’ 

1 agreed, but the hint of criticism was enough to revive my 
loyalty. ‘All the same there’s usually something in his most ex- 
travagant theories. I’ve seen him right when all the sober know- 
ledgeable people were wrong.’ 

‘That 1 can well believe,’ he said. ‘You know him well?’ 

‘Pretty well. We’ve been in some queer places together.’ 

The memory of those queer places came back to me as we 
walked across Berkeley Square. The West End of London at night 
always affected me with 5 sense of the immense solidity of our 
civilization. These great houses, lit and shuttered and secure, 
seemed the extreme opposite of the world of half-lights and perils 
in which I had sometimes Journeyed. I thought of them as I 
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thought of Fosse Manor, as sanctuaries of peace. But to-night I 
felt differently towards them. I wondered what was going on at 
the back of those heavy doors. Might not terror and mystery 
lurk behind that barricade as well as in tent and slum? I suddenly 
had a picture of a plump face all screwed up with fright muffled 
beneath the bed-clothes. 

I had imagined that Medina lived in chambers or a flat, but 
A^e stopped before a substantial house in Hill Street. 

‘You’re coming in? The night’s young and there’s time for a 
pipe.’ 

I had no wish to go to bed, so I followed him as he opened the 
front door with a latch-key. He switched on a light, which lit the 
irst landing of the staircase but left the hall in dusk. It seemed to 
be a tine place lull of cabinets, the gilding of which flickered 
iimly. We ascended thickly-carpeted stairs, and on the landing 
he switched oil ^irst light and switched on another which lit 
a further flight. I had the sensation of mounting to a great height 
in a queer shadowy world. 

‘This is a big house for a bachelor,’ I observed. 

‘I’ve a lot of stuff, books and pictures and things, and 1 like 
It round me.’ 

He opened a door and ushered me into an enormous room, 
which must have occupied the whole space on that floor. It was 
oblong, with deep bays at each end, and it was lined from floor 
to ceiling with books. Books, too, were piled on the tables, and 
sprawled on a big flat couch which was drawn up before the fire. 
It wasn’t an ordinary gentleman’s library, provided by the book 
seller at so much a yard. It w'as the working collection of a 
scholar, and the books had that used look which makes them the 
finest tapestry for a room. The place was lit with lights on small 
tables, and on a big desk under a reading lamp were masses of 
papers and vai ious volumes with paper slips in thefti. It was work- 
shop as well as library. 

A servant entered, unsummoned, and put a tray of drinks on a 
side table He was dressed like an ordinary butler, but I guessed 
that he had not spent much of his life in service. The heavy jowl, 
the small eyes, the hair cut straight round the nape of the neck, 
the swollen muscles about the shoulder and upper arm told me 
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the profession he had once followed. The man had been in the 
ring, and not so very long ago. I wondered at Medina’s choice, 
for a pug is not the kind of servant I would choose myself. 

‘Nothing more, Odell,’ said Medina. ‘You can go to bed. I will 
let Sir Richard out.’ 

He placed me in a long armchair, and held the syphon while I 
mixed myself a very weak whisky-and-soda. Tlien he sat opposite 
me across the hearthrug in a tall old-fashioned chair which he 
pulled forward from his writing-table. The servant in leaving had 
turned out all the lights except one at his right hand, which vividly 
lit up his face, and which, since the fire had burned low, made the 
only bright patch in the room. 

J stretched my legs comfortably and pufTcd at my pipe, w'ondcr- 
ing how I would have the energy to get up and go home. The long 
dim shelves, where creamy vellum and morocco ran out* of the 
dusk into darkness, had an odd efiect on me. I was visited again 
by the fancies which had occupied me coming through Berkeley 
Square. I was inside one of those massive sheltered houses, and 
lo and •behold! it was as m>sicrious as the aisles of a forest. 
Books - books - old books full of forgotten knowledge! I was 
certain that if I had the scholarsiiip to search the grave row's I 
would find out wonderful things. 

I was thirsty, so I drank off my whisky-and-soda, and was 
just adding a little more soda-water from the syphon at my elbow, 
when I looked towards Medina. There was that in his appearance 
which made me move my glass so that a thin stream of liquid fell 
on my sleeve. The patch was still damp next morning. 

His face, brilliantly lit up by the lamp, seemed to be also lit 
from within. It was not his eyes or any one feature that enthralled 
me, for 1 did not notice any details. Only the odd lighting 
seemed to detach his head from its environment so that it hung 
in the air like % planet in the sky, full of intense brilliance and 
power. 

It is not very easy to write down what happened. For tw'elve 
hours afterwards I remembered nothing - only that I had been 
very sleepy, and must have been poor company and had soon 
got up to go . . . But that was not the real story : it was what the 
man had willed that I should remember, and because my own will 
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was not really mastered I remembered other things in spite of 
him ; remembered them hazily, like a drunkard’s dream. 

The head seemed to swim in the centre of pale converging 
lines. These must have been the book-shelves, which in that part 
of the room were full of works bound in old vellum. My eyes 
were held by two violet pin-points of light which were so bright 
that they hurt me. I tried to shift my gaze, but 1 could only do 
that by screwing round my head towards the dying fire. The move- 
ment demanded a great effort, for every muscle in my body seemed 
drugged with lethargy. 

As soon as I looked away from the light I regained some pos- 
session of my wits. 1 felt that I must be in for some sickness, and 
had a moment of bad fright. It seemed to be my business to keep 
my eyes on the shadows in the hearth, for where darkness was 
there* I found some comfort. I was as afraid of the light before 
me as a child of a bogy. I thought that if I said something 1 should 
feel better, but I didn’t seem to have the energy to get a word out. 
Curiously enough I felt no fear of Medina; he didn’t seem to 
be in the business; it was that disembodied light that scared 
me. 

Then I heard a voice speaking, but still I didn’t think of Medina. 

‘Hannay,’ it said. ‘You are Richard Hannay?’ 

Against my will I slewed my eyes round, and there hung that 
intolerable light burning into my eyeballs and my soul. I found 
my voice now, for it seemed to be screwed out of me, and I said 
‘Yes’ like an automaton. 

I felt my wits and my sense slipping away under that glare. 
But my main discomfort was physical, the flaming control of tlie 
floating brightness - not face, or eyes, but a dreadful over- 
mastering aura. I thought - if at that moment you could call any 
process of my mind thought - that if I could only link it on to 
some material thing I should find relief. With # desperate effort 
1 seemed to make out the line of a man’s shoulder and the back 
of a chair. Let me repeat that I never thought of Medina, for he 
had been wiped clean out of my world. 

‘You are Richard Hannay,’ said the voice. ‘Repeat, “I am 
Richard Hannay”.’ 

The words came out of my mouth involuntarily. I was 
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concentrating all my wits on the comforting outline of the 
chair-back, which was beginning to be less hazy. 

The voice spoke again. 

‘But till this moment you have been nothing. There was no 
Richard Hannay before. Now, when 1 bid you, you begin your 
life. You remember nothing. You have no past.’ 

‘I remember nothing,’ said my voice, but as I spoke I knew I 
lied, and that knowledge was my salvation. 

I have been told moie than once by doctors who dabbled in 
the business that I was the most hopeless subject for hypnotism 
that they ever struck. One of them once said that 1 was about as 
unsympathetic as Table Mountain. 1 must suppose that the in- 
tractable bedrock of commonplacencss in me now met the some- 
thing which was striving to master me and repelled it. 1 felt 
abominably helpless, my voice was not my own, my eyes were 
tortured and aching, but I had recovered my mind. 

I seemed to be repeating a lesson at someone’s dictation. I said 
I was Richard Hannay, who had just come trom South Africa on 
his first visit to England. 1 knew no one in London and had no 
friends. Had I heard of a Colonel Arbuthnot? I had not. Or the 
Thursday Club? 1 had not. Or the War? Yes, but I had been in 
Angola most of the time and had never fought?! had money? Yes, 
a fair amount, which was in such-and-such a bank and such-and- 
such inv&tments ... I went on repeating the stuff* as glibly as a 
parrot, but all the while I knew I lied. Something deep down in 
me was insisting that 1 was Sir Richard Hannay, K C.B., who had 
commanded a division in France, and was the squiie of Fosse 
Manor, the husband of Mary, and the father of Peter John. 

Then the voice seemed to give orders. 1 was to do this and that, 
and I repeated them docilely. 1 was no longer in the least scared. 
Someone or something was trying to play monkey-tneks with 
my mind, but I Svas master of that, though my voice seemed to 
belong to an alien gramophone, and my limbs were stupidly 
weak. I wanted above all things to be allowed to sleep . , . 

I think I must have slept for a little, for my last recollection of 
thaCQueer sederunt is that the unbearable light had gone, and 
the ordinary lamps of the room were switched on. Medina was 
standing by the dead fire, and another man beside him - a slim 
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man with a bent back and a lean giey face. The second man was 
only there for a moment, but he looked at me closely and I 
thought Medina spoke to him and laughed . . . Then 1 was being 
helped by Medina into my coat, and conducted downstairs. 
There were two bright lights in the street which made me want 
to lie down on the kerb and sleep . . . 


1 woke about ten o’clock next morning in my bedroom at the 
Club, feeling like nothing on earth. I had a bad headache, my 
eyes seemed to be backed with white fire, and my legs were full 
of weak pains as if T had influenza. It took me several minutes to 
realize where 1 was, and when I wondered what had brought me 
to such a state 1 could remember nothing. Only a preposterous 
litan/ ran brain - the name ‘Dr Newhover’, and an address 
in Wimpole Street. 1 concluded glumly that that for a man m my 
condition was a useful recollection, but where I had got it 1 
hadn’t an idea. 

The events of the night before weie perfectly clear, i recalled 
every detail of the Thursday Club dinner, Sandy’s brusqueness, 
my walk back with Medina, my admiration of his great library. 
I remembered that I had been drowsy there and thought that J 
had probably bored him. But I was utterly at a loss to account 
for my wretched condition. It could not have been the dinner; 
or the wine, for I had not drunk much, and in any case I have a 
head like cast iron; or the weak whisky-and-soda in Medinii*s 
house. 1 staggered to my feet and looked at my tongue in the 
glass It was all right, so there could be nothing the matter with 
my digestion. 

You arc to understand that die account I have just written was 
pieced together as events came back to me, and that at 10 a.m. 
the next morning I remembered nothing of it - nothing but the 
incidents up to my sitting down in Medina’s library, and the 
name and address of a doctor I had never heard of. I concluded 
that 1 must have got some infernal germ, probably botulism, and 
was in for a bad illness. 1 wondered dismally what kind of fool 1 
had made of myself before Medina, and still more dismally what 
was going to happen to me. I decided to wire for Mary when I 
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had seen a doctor, and to get as soon as possible into a nursing 
home. I had never had an illness in my life, except malaria, and I 
was as nervous as a cat. 

But after I had had a aip of tea I felt a little better, and in- 
clined to get up. A cold bath relieved my headache, and I was 
able to shave and dress. It was while I was shaving that I observed 
the first thing which made me puzzle about the events of the 
previous evening. The valet who attended to me had put out the 
contents of my pockets on the dressing-table - my keys, watch, 
loose silver, notecase, and my pipe and pouch. Now I carry my 
pipe in a little leather case, and, being very punctilious in my 
habits, I invariably put it back in the case when it is empty. But 
the case was not there, though I remembered laying it on the 
table beside me in Medina’s room, and, moreover, the pipe was 
still half-full of unsmoked tobacco. I rang for the mail, and 
learned that he had found the pipe in the pocket of my dinner 
jacket, but no case. He was positive, for he knew my ways and 
had been surprised to find my pipe so untidily pocketed. 

I had a light breakfast in the coffee-room, and as 1 ate it I 
kept wondering as to what exactly I had been doing the night 
before. Odd little details were coming back tp me ; in particular, 
a recollection of some great effort which had taken all the 
strength, out of me. Could I have been drugged? Not the Thursday 
Club madeira. Medina’s whisky-and-soda? The idea was non- 
sense; in any case a drugged man does not have a clean tongue 
the next morning. 

I interviewed the night porter, for I thought he might have 
something to tell me. 

‘Did you notice what hour I came home last night?’ 1 asked. 

‘It was this morning. Sir Richard,’ the man replied, with the 
suspicion of a grin. ‘About half-past three, it would be, or twenty 
minutes to four.’ 

‘God bless my soul!’ I exclaimed. ‘I had no notion it was so 
late. I sat up talking with a friend.’ 

‘You must have been asleep in the car, Sir Richard, for the 
chaPliffeur had to wake you, and you were that drowsy I thought 
I’d better take you upstairs myself. The bedrooms on the top 
floor is not that easy found.’ 
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‘1 didn’t drop a pipe case?’ 1 asked. 

‘No, sir.’ The man’s discreet face revealed that he thought 
Hiad been dining too well but was not inclined to blame me for 
it. 

By luncheon-time I had decided that I was not going to be ill, 
for there was no longer anything the matter with my body except 
a certain stiffness in the joints and the ghost of a headache behind 
my eyes. But my mind was in a precious confusion. I had stayed 
in Medina’s room till after three, and had not been conscious of 
anything that happened there after, say, half-past eleven. I had 
left finally in such a state that I had forgotten my pipe-case, and 
had arrived at the Club in somebody’s car - probably Medina’s 

- so sleepy that I had to be escorted upstairs, and had awoke so 
ill that I thought I had botulism. What in Heaven’s name had 
happened 

I fancy that the fact that I had resisted the influence brought 
to bear on me with my mimU though tongue and limbs had been 
helpless, enabled me to remember what the wielder of the in- 
fluence had meant to be forgotten. At any late bits of that strange 
scene began to come back. I remembeied the uncanny brightness 

- remembered it not with fear but with acute indignation. I 
vaguely recalled that I had repeated nonsense to somebody’s 
dictation, but what it was I could not yet remember. The more 
I thought of it the angiier I grew. Medina must have been res- 
ponsible, though to connect him with it seemed ridiculous when 
I thought of what I had seen of him. Had he been making me the 
subject of some scientific experiment? If so, it was infernal im- 
pertinence. Anyhow it had failed - that was a salve to my pride - 
for I had kept my head through it. The doctor had been right 
who had compared me with Table Mountain. 

I had got thus far in my reflexions, when I recollected that 
which put a different complexion on the busirfbss. Suddenly 1 
remembered the circumstances in which I had made Medina’s 
acquaintance. From him Tom Greenslade had heard the three 
facts which fitted in with the jingle vfliich was the key to the 
mystery that I was sworn to unravel. Hitherto I had never thought 
of this dazzling figure except as an ally Was it possible that he 
might be an enemy? The turn-about was too violent for my mind 
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to achieve it in one movement. I swore to myself that Medina 
was straight, 4)at it was sheer mania to believe that a gentleman 
and a sportsman could ever come within hailing distance of the 
hideous underworld which Macgillivray had revealed to me . . . 
But Sandy had not quite taken to him . 1 thanked my stars 

that anyhow 1 had said nothing to him about my job. I did not 
really believe that there was any doubt about him, but I realized 
that 1 must walk very carefully. 

And then another idea came to me. Hypnotism had been tried 
on me, and it had failed. But those who tried it must believe from 
my behaviour that it had succeeded. If so, somehow and some- 
where they would act on that belief. It was my business to en- 
courage it. I was sure enough of myself to think that, now I was 
forewarned, no further hypnotic experiments could seriously 
affect me. But let them show their game, let me pretend to be 
helpless wax in their hands. Who ‘ they ’ were I had still to find out. 

I had a great desire to get hold of Sandy and talk it over, but 
though I rang up several of his lairs I could not find him. Then 
I decided to see Dr Newhover, for I was certain that that name 
had come to me out of the medley of last night. So I telephoned 
and made an appointment with him for tliat afternoon, and four 
o’clock saw me starting out to walk to Wimpole Street. 

CHAPTER VI 
The House in Gospel Oak 

It was a dry March afternoon, with one of those fantastic winds 
which seem to change their direction hourly, and contrive to be 
in a man’s face at every street corner. The dust was swirling in 
the gutters, arfd the scent of hyacinth and narcissus from the 
flower-shops was mingled with that bleak sandy smell which is 
London’s foretaste of spring. As I crossed Oxford Street I re- 
member thinking what %n odd pointless business 1 had drifted 
into. I saw nothing for it but to continue drifting and see what 
happened. I was on my way to visit a doctor of whom I knew 
nothing, about some ailment which I was not conscious of 
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possessing I didn’t even trouble to make a plan, being content to 
let chance have the guiding of me 

• The house was one of those solid dreary erections which have 
usually the names of half a dozen doctors on their front doors 
But in this case there was only one - Dr M Newhovei The 
parlourmaid took me into the usual drab waiting-room furnished 
with Royal Academy engravings, fumed oak, and an assoitment 
of belated picture-papers, and almost at once she returned and 
ushered me into the consultfng-room This again was ol the 
most ordinary kind - glazed bookcases, wash-hand basin m a 
corner, loll top desk, a table with a medical journal o^* two and 
some leather cases And Dr Ncwhover at hist sight seemed noth- 
ing out of the common He was a youngish man, with high cheek- 
bones, a high forehead, and a quantity ol blond hair brushed 
straight b i it He v iie a pince-nez, and when he removed 

it showed pale prominent blue eyes From his look 1 should have 
said that his father had called himself Neuholer 
He greeted me with a mannci which seemed to me to be at 
once patronizing and dictatorial 1 wondered if he was some 
tremendous swell in his piofe^sion, of whom I ought to have 
heard ‘Well Mr Hannay, what can I do tor you^’ he said 1 
noticed that he called me ‘Mi though 1 had given ‘Sii Richaid’ 
both on the telephone and to the parlouimaid It occuired to me 
that someone had already been speaking ol me to him, and that 
he had got the name wrong in his mcinoiy 

1 thought I had better expound the alarming symptoms w ih 
which I had awakened that morning 

‘I don't kno'v what’s gone wiong with me,’ I said ‘I’ve a pam 
behind my e>eballs, and my whole head seems muddled up I 
feel diovvsy and slack, and I’ve got a weakness in my legs and 
back like a imn who has just had ’flu ’ 

He made me sit down and proceeded to catecITize me about my 
health I said it had been good enough, but I mentioned my old 
malgria and seveial concussions and I pretended to be pretty 
nervous about my condition Then h? went through the whole 
bag of tricks sounding me with a stethoscope, testing my blood 
pressure, and hitting me hard below the kner to see if I reacted 
I had to play up to my part, but upon mv soul I came near 
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reacting too vigorously to some of his questions and boxing his 
ears. Always he kept up that odd, intimate, domineering, rather 
offensive manner. 

He made me lie down on a couch while he fingered the muscles 
of my neck and shoulder and seemed to be shampooing my head 
with his long chilly hands. I was by this time feeling rather extra 
well, but I managed to invent little tendernesses here and there 
and a lot of alarming mental aberrations. I wondered if he weie 
not getting suspicious, for he asked abruptly: ‘Have you had 
these symptoms long?’ so I thought it better to return to the 
truth, and told him ‘only since this morning.’ 

At last he bade me get up, took off the tortoise-shell spectacles 
he had been wearing and resumed his pince-nez, and while I was 
buttoning my collar seemed to be sunk m leflection. He made me 
sit in the patient’s chair, and stood up and looked down on me 
with a magisterial air that made me want to laugh. 

‘You are suffering,’ he said, ‘from a somewhat abnormal form 
of a common enough complaint. Just as the effects of a concus- 
sion are* often manifest only some days after the blow, so the 
results of nervous strain may take a long time to develop. I have 
no doubt that in spite of your good health you have during recent 
years been working your mind and body at an undue pressure 
and now this morning quite suddenly you reap the fruits. I don’t 
want to frighten you, Mr Hannay, but neurosis is so mysterious a 
disease in its working that we must take it seriously, especially at 
Its first manifestations. There are one or two points in your case 
which I am not happy about. There is, for example, a certain con- 
gestion - or what seems to me a congestion - in the nerve centres 
of the neck and head. That may be induced by the accidents - 
concussion and the like - which you have told me of, or it may 
not. The true cure must, of course, take time, and rest and change 
of scene are obKgatory. You are fond of sport? A fisherman?’ 

I told him I was. 

‘Well, a little later I may prescribe a salmon river in Norway. 
The remoteness of the ‘'life from ordinary existence and the 
contemplation of swift running water have had wonderful results 
with some of my patients. But Norway is not possible till May, 
and in the meantime I am going to order you specific treatment. 
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Yes, I mean massage, but by no means ordinary massage. That 
science is still in its infancy, and its practitioners are only 
fumbling at the doorway. But now and then we find a person, 
man or woman, with a kind of extra sense for disentangling and 
smoothing out muscular and nervous abnormalities. I am going 
to send you to such an one. The address may surprise you, but 
you are man of the world enough to know that medical skill is 
not confined to the area between Oxford Street and the Maryle- 
bone Road.’ He took off his glasses, and smiled. 

Then he wrote something on a slip of paper and handed it to 
me. 1 read ‘Madame Breda, 4 Palmyra Square, N.W.’ 

‘Riglit!’ I said. ‘Much obliged to you. 1 hope Madame Breda 
will cure this infernal headache. When can I see her?’ 

‘I can promise you she will cure the headache. She is a 
Swedish lady who has lived m London since the War, and is so 
much an enthusiast in her art that she will only now and then 
take a private patient. For the most part she gives her skill free 
to the children’s hospitals. But she will not refuse me. As for 
beginning, 1 should lose no time for the sake of yefUr own 
comfort. What about to-morrow morning?’ 

‘Why not to-night? I have nothing to do, and I want to be 
quit of my headache before bedtime. Why shouldn’t I go on 
there now?’ 

‘No reason in the world. But I must make an appointment. 
Madame is on the telephone. Excuse me a moment.’ 

He left the room and returned in a few minutes to say th:u 
he had made an appointment for seven o’clock. ‘It is an out- 
landish place to get to, but most taxi-drivers know it. If your 
man doesn’t, tell him to drive to Gospel Oak, and then any 
policeman will direct you.’ 

I had my cheque-book with me, but he didnH want his fee, 
saying that he was not done with me. I was to come back in a 
week and report progress. As I left I had a strong impression of 
a hand as cold as a snake, pale bulging eyes, and cheek-bones 
like a caricature of a Scotsman. An odd but rather impressive 
figure was Dr Newhover. He didn’t look a fool, and if I hadn't 
known the uncommon toughness of my constitution I might have 
been unsettled by his forebodings. 
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I walked down to Oxford Street and had tea in a tea-shop. 
As I sat among the chattering typists and shopboys I kept 
wondering whether I was not wasting my time and behaving 
like a jackass. Here was I, as fit as a hunter, consulting specialists 
and visiting unknown masseuses in North London, and all with 
no clear purpose. In less than twenty-four hours 1 had tumbled 
into a perfectly crazy world, and for a second I had a horrid 
doubt whether the craziness was not inside my mind. Had 
something given in my brain last night in Medina’s room, so 
that now I was what people call ‘wanting’? 1 went over the 
sequence of events again, and was reassured by remembenng 
that in it all I had kept my head. I had not got to the stage of 
making theories; I was still only waiting on developments, and 
1 couldn’t see any other way before me. I must, of course, get 
hold of Sandy, but first let me see what this massage business 
meant. It might all be perfectly square; I might have remembered 
Dr Newhover’s name by a queer trick of memory - heard it, 
perhaps, from some friend - and that remarkable practitioner 
might be quite honest. But then I remembered the man’s manner 
- I was quite clear that he knew something of me, that someone 
had told him to expect me. Then it occuged to me that I might 
be doing a rash thing in going off to an unknown house in a 
seedy suburb. So 1 went into a public telephone-booth, rang up 
the Club, and told the porter that if Colonel Arbuthnot called, 
I was at 4 Palmyra Square, N W. - 1 made him write down the 
address - and would be back before ten o’clock 
I was rather short of exercise, so I decided to walk, since I had 
plenty of time. Strangely enough, the road was pretty much that 
which 1 had taken on that June day of 1914 when I had been 
waiting on Bulivant and the Black Stone gentry, and had walked 
clean out of London to pass the time.* Then, I remembered, I 
had been thrilling with wild anticipation, but now I was an 
older and much wiser man, and though I was sufficiently puzzled 
I could curb my restlessness with philosophy. I went up Portland 
Place, past the Regent’s t^ark, till I left the houses of the well-to- 
do behind me, and got into that belt of mean streets which is the 
glacis of the northern heights. Various policemen directed me, 

• See The Thirty^nine Steps. 
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and I enjoyed the walk as if I had been exploring, fi)i London is 
always to me an undiscovered country. 1 passed yards which 
not so long ago had been patches of market-garden, and terraces, 
sometime pretentious, and now sinking into slums; for London 
is like the tropical bush - if you don’t exercise constant care the 
jungle, in the shape of the slums, will break in. The stieets were 
full of clerks and shop-girls waiting for buses, and workmen 
from the St Pancras and C lerkenwell factories going home. The 
wind was rising, and in the untidy alleys was stii riiig up a noii>ome 
dust; but as the ground rose it blew cleaner and seemed to bring 
from Kentish fields and the Channel the tonic freshness of spring. 
I stopped for a little and watched behind me the plain of lights, 
which was London, quivering in the dark-blue wind\ dusk. 

It was almost dark when at last, altci several false casts, I 
came •into Paimyia Square It was a square only in name, for 
one side was tilled with a warehouse of sorts, and another 
straggled away in nests ol small brick houses One side was a 
terrace of artisans’ dwellings, quite new, eacli with a tiny bow- 
window and names like ‘Chatswoith’ and ‘Kitchcn«i Villa'. 
The fourth side, facing south, had once had a certain dignity, 
emd the builder who had designed the place seventy years ago 
had thought, no doubt, that he was ci eating a de>irable resi- 
dential quarter There the houses stood apart, each in a patch 
of garden, which mav at one time have had lawns and flowers. 
Now these gardens were mere dusty yards, the refuse o"' 
cans and bits of paper, and only a blackened elm, an ill-grov , 
privet hedge, and some stunted lilacs told of the more cheerful 
past. On one house was the brass plate of a doctor, on an<^>theT 
that of a teacher of music; sevcial advertised lodgings to lei; 
the steps were untidy, the gates askew on their hinges, and ovei 
everything was written the dreary legend of a shabby gcntihiv 
on the very brink of squalor. 

Number 4 was smarter than the others, and its front door had 
been newly painted a vivid green. T rang the bell, which v^as an 
electric one, and the door was opendh by a maid who ]o('»ked 
sufficiently respectable. When I entered 1 saw that the house 
was on a more generous scale than I had thoui ht, and had once, 
no doubt, been the home of some comfortable citizen. The hall 
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was not the tank-like thing of the small London dwelling, and 
the room into >^liich I was ushered, though small, was well 
furnished and had an electric fire in the grate. It seemed to be*a 
kind of business room, for there was a telephone, a big safe, 
and on the shelves a line of lettered boxes for papers. I began to 
think that Madame Breda, whoever she might be, must be 
running a pretty prosperous show on ordinary business lines. 

I was presently led by the maid to a room on the other side 
of the hall, where I was greeted l5y a smiling lady. Madame was 
a plump person in the early forties, with dark hair and a high 
colour, who spoke English almost without an accent. ‘Dr 
Newhover has sent you. So? He has told me. Will you please 
go in there and take off your coat and waistcoat? Your collar, 
too, please.’ 

I did as 1 was bid, and in a little curtained cubicle divested 
myself of these garments and returned in my shirt-sleeves. The 
room was a very pleasant one, with folding doors at one end, 
furnished like an ordinary drawing-room, with flowers in pots 
and books, and what looked like good eighteenth-century prints. 
Any suspicion I may have had of the hona fides of the concern 
received a rude shock. Madame had slipped ever her black dress 
a white linen overall, such as surgeons wear, and she had as her 
attendant a small thin odd-looking girl, who also wore an 
overall, and whose short hair was crowned with a small white 
cap. 

‘This is Gerda,’ Madame said. ‘Gerda helps me. She is very 
clever.’ She .smiled on Gerda, and Gerda smiled back, a limp 
little contortion of a perfectly expressionless face. 

Madame made me lie down on a couch. ‘You have a head™ 
ache?’ 

I mendaciouslv said that 1 had. 

‘That 1 can soon cure. But there are other troubles? So? 
These I must exploi e. But first I will take away the pain.’ 

I felt her light firm fingers playing about my temples and the 
base of my skull and my neck muscles. A very pleasant sensation 
it was, and I am certain that if I had been suffering from the 
worst headache in the world it would have been spirited away. 
As it was, being in excellent health, I felt soothed and freshened. 
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‘So,’ she said, beaming down on me. ‘You are better? You 
are so beeg that it is not easy to be well all over at once. Now, I 
must look into more difficult things. You are not happy in your 
nerves - not altogether. Ah! these nerves! We do not quite 
know what they are, except that they are what you call the 
devil. You are very wakeful now. Is it not so? Well I must put 
you to sleep. That is necessary, if you are willing.’ 

‘Right-o,’ 1 answered; but inwardly I said to myself, ‘No, my 
woman, I bet you don’t.’ 1 was curious to see if, now that 1 was 
forewarned, I could resist any hypnotic business, as I believed 
I could. 

I imagined that she would try to master me with her eyes, 
which w'ere certainly remarkable orbs. But her procedure w^as 
the very onnosite, for the small girl brought some things on a 
tray, and I sa\v mat they were bandages. First of all, with a fine 
cambric handkerchief, she swathed my eyes, and then tied above 
it another of some heavy opaque material. They were loosely 
bound, so that I scarcely felt them, but I was left in the thickest 
darkness. I noticed that she took special pains so to adjust them 
that they should not cover my ears. 

‘You are not wakeful,’ I heard her voice say, ‘I think you are 
sleepy. You will sleep now.’ 

1 felt her fingers stray over my face, and the sensation was 
different, for whereas, when she had treated my headache, they 
had set up a delicious cool tingling of the skin, now they seemed 
to induce wave upon w^ave of an equally pleasant langour. Cho 
pressed my forehead, and my senses seemed to be focused there 
and to be lulled by that pressure. All the while she was cooing 
to me m a voice which was like the drow'sy swell of the sea. If 
I had wanted to go to sleep I could have dropped off easily, but, 
as 1 didn’t want to, I had no difficulty in resisting the gentle 
coercion. That, I fancy, is my position about hypnotism. I am 
no kind of use under compulsion, and for the thing to affect me 
it has to have the backing of my own will. Anyhow, I could 
appreciate the pleasantness of it an# yet disregard it. But it was 
my business to be a good subject, so I pretended to drift away 
into slumber. I made my breath come slowly and softly, and let 
my body relax into impassivity. 
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Presently she appeared to be satisfied. She said a word to the 
child, whose feet I could hear cross the room. There was a sound 
of opening doors - my ears, remember, were free of the bandages 
and my hearing is acute - and then it seemed to me that the 
couch on which I lay began slowly to move. 1 had a moment of 
alarm and nearly gave away the show by jerking up my head. 
The couch seemed to travel very smoothly on rails, and I was 
conscious that I had passed through the folding doors and was 
now in another room. Then the 'movement stopped, and 1 
realized that I was in an entirely different atmosphere. I realized, 
too, that a new figure had come on the scene. 

There was no word spoken, but 1 had the queer inexplicable 
consciousness of human presences which is independent of sight 
and hearing. I have said that the atmosphere of the place had 
changed. There was a scent in the air which anywhere else 1 
would have sworn was due to peat smoke, and mixed with it 
another intangible savour which I could not put a name to, but 
which did not seem to belong to London at all, or to any dwelling, 
but to some wild out-of-doors . . . And then I was aware of 
noiseless fingers pressing my temples. 

They were not the plump capable hands of Madame Breda. 
Nay, they were as fine and tenuous as a wandering wind, but 
behind theii^airy lightness was a hint of steel, as if they could 
choke as well as caress. 1 lay supine, trying to keep my breathing 
regular, since I was supposed to be asleep, but I felt an odd 
excitement rising in my heart. And then it quieted, for the fingers 
seemed to be smoothing it aw^ay ... A voice was speaking in a 
tongue of which I knew not a word, not speaking to me, but 
repeating, as it were, a private incantation. And the touch and 
voice combined to bring me nearer to losing my wits than even 
on the night before, nearer than I have ever been in all my days. 

The experience Vas so novel and overpowering that I find it 
hard to give even a rough impression of it. Let me put it this 
way. A man at my time of life sees old age not so very far distant, 
and the* nearer he draws ft) the end of his journey the more 
ardently he longs for his receding youth. I do not mean that, if 
some fairy granted him the gift, he would go back to boyhood ; 
few of us would choose such a return; but he clothes all his 
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youth in a happy radiance and aches to recapture the freshness 
and wonder with which he then looked on life. He treasures, 
like a mooning girl, stray sounds and scents and corners of 
landscape, which for a moment push the door ajar ... As I lay 
blindfolded on that couch I felt mysterious hands and voices 
plucking on my behalf at the barrier of the years and breaking 
it down. I was escaping into a delectable country, the Country 
of the Young, and I welcomed the escape Had 1 been hypnotized 
I should beyond doubt have rftoved like a sheep whithersoever 
this shepherd willed 

But I was awake, and, though on the very edge of surrender, 

I managed to struggle above the tides. Perhaps to my waking 
self the compulsion vas too obvious and aroused a faint an- 
tagonism. Anyhow 1 had already begun a conscious resistance 
when the crooning voice spoke in English 

‘You are Richard Hannay,’ it said. ‘You have been asleep, 
but 1 have wakened you. You are happy in the world in which 
you have wakened?’ 

My freedom was now complete, for 1 had begun to laugh, 
silentlv, far down at the bottom of my heart. I lemembercd 
last night, and the performance in Medina’s house which had 
all day been growing clearer in my memory. I saw it as farce, 
and this as farce, and at the coming of humour the spell died. 
But it was up to me to make some kind of an answer, if I wanted 
to keep up the hoax, so 1 did my best to screw out an eerie 
sleep-walker’s voice. 

‘I am happy,’ I said, and my pipe sounded like the twittering 
of sheeted ghosts. 

‘You wish to wake otten in this world*^' 

F signified by a croak tliat 1 did. 

‘ But to wake you must first sleep, and I alone can make you 
sleep and wake. I exact a price, Richard Hanna^. Will you pay 
my price?’ 

I was puzzled about the voice, it had not the rich foreign tones 
of Madame Breda, but it had a very notSble accent, which I could 
not place. At one moment it seemed to have the lilt which you 
find in Wester Ross, but there were cadences in it which were 
not Highland. Also, its timbre was curious - very light and thin 
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like a child’s. Was it possible that the queer little girl I had seen was 
the sibyl? No, 1 decided ; the hands had not been a child’s hands. 

‘I will pay any price,’ I said, which seemed to be the answer 
required of me. 

‘Then you are my servant when I summon you. Now, sleep 
again.’ 

I had never felt less like being anyone’s servant. The hands 
fluttered again around my temples, but they had no more elTect 
on me than the buzzing of flies. 1 had an insane desire to laugh, 
which I repressed by thinking of the idiotic pointlcssncss of my 
recent doings ... 1 felt my couch slide backwards, and heard the 
folding doors open again and close. Then 1 felt my bandages 
being deftly undone, and I lay with the light on my closed eyelids, 
trying to look like a sleeping warrior on a tomb. Someone was 
pressing below my left car and I recognized the old huiiter’s 
method of bringing a man hack gently from sleep to a)nscious- 
ncss, so I set about the job of making a woikmanlike awakening. 
I hope I succeeded. Anyhow I must have looked da/cd enough, 
for the lamps hurt my eyes after the muffled darkness. 

I was back in the first room, with only Madame beside me. 
She beamed on me with the friendliest e>e.,s. and helped me on 
with my coat and collar. ‘I have had you under close observation,* 
she said, ‘for sleep often reveals where the ragged ends of the 
nerves lie. I have made certain deductions, which I will report to 
Dr Newhover . , , No, there is no fee. Dr Newhover will make 
arrangements.’ She bade me good-bye in the best professional 
manner, and I descended the^teps into Palmyra Square as if I 
had been spending a commonplace hour having my back mas- 
saged for lumbago. 

Once in the open air I felt abominably tired and very hungry. 
By good luck I hadn’t gone far when I picked up a taxi and told 
it to drive to tlie Club. I looked at my watch and saw that it was 
later than I thought - close on ten o’clock. I had been several 
hours in the house, and small wonder I was weary. 

I found Sandy wanefcring restlessly about the hall. ‘Thank 
God!’ he said when he saw me. ‘Where the devil have you been, 
Dick? The porter gave me a crazy address in North London. You 
look as if you wanted a drink.’ 
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‘I feel as if I wanted food,’ I said. ‘1 have a lot to tell you, but 
I must eat first. T’vc had no dinner.’ 

Sandy sat opposite me while I fed, and forbore to ask questions. 

‘What put you in such a bad humour last night?’ I asked. 

He looked very solemn. ‘Lord knows. No, that’s not true. I 
know well enough. I didn’t take to Medina.’ 

‘Now I wonder why?’ 

‘I wonder too. But I’m just like a dog: I take a dislike to cer- 
tain people at first sight, and* the queer thing is that my instinct 
isn’t often wrong.’ 

‘Well, you’re pretty well alone in your opinion. What sets you 
against him? He is well-mannered, modest, a good sportsman, 
and you can see he’s as clever as they make.’ 

‘Maybe. B TVe got a notion that the man is one vast lie. 
However, let’s put it that T reserve my opinion. 1 have various 
inquiiie-i to make.’ 

We found the little back smoking-room on the first floor 
empty, and when I had lit my pipe and got well into an armchair, 
Sandy drew up another at my elbow. ‘Now, Dick,’ hc*said. 

‘First,’ I said, ‘it may interest you to learn that Medina 
dabbles in hypnotism.’ 

‘I knev/ that,’ he said, ‘from his talk last night.’ 

‘Flow on earth -?’ 

‘Oh, from a casual quotation he used. It’s a longish story', 
which I’ll tell you later. Go on.’ 

I began from the bicak-up of the Thursday Club dinner and 
told him all 1 could remember of my hours in Medina’s house. 
As a story it met with an immense success. Sandy was so inter- 
ested that he couldn't sit in his chair, but must get up and stand 
on the Jicarthrug before me, 1 told him that I had wakened up 
feeling uncommonly ill, with a blank mind cxcegt for the address 
of a doctorman in Wimpole Street, and how during the day 
recollection had gradually come back to me. He questioned me 
like a cross-examining counsel. 

‘Bright light - ordinary hypnotic property. Face, which seemed 
detached - that’s a common enough thing in Indian magic. You 
say you must have been asleep, but were also in a sense awake 
and could hear and answer questions, and that you fell a kind of 

83 



antagonism all the time which kept your will alive. You’re prob- 
ably about the toughest hypnotic proposition in the world, Dick, 
and you can thank God for that. Now, what were the questions?* 
A summons to forget your past and begin as a new creature, sub- 
ject to the authority of a master. You assented, making private 
reservations of which the hypnotist knew nothmg. If you had not 
kept your head and made those reservations, you would have 
lemembered nothing at all of last night, but there would have 
been a subconscious bond over your will As it is, you’re per- 
fectly free: only the man who tried to monkey with you doesn’t 
know that. Theiefore you begin by being one up on the game 
You know where you are and he doesn’t know ^^here he is.’ 

‘What do you suppose Medina meant by it‘^ It was infernal 
impertinence anyhow But was it Medina? 1 seem to remember 
another man in the room before I left ’ 

‘Describe him ’ 

‘ I’ve only a \ ague pictuie - a sad grey- faced leliow ’ 

‘Well, assume for the picsent that the expciimcnter was 
Medina There's such a thing, remember, as spiiiting away a 
man’s recollection of his past, and starlmg him out as a waif in a 
new world I’ve heaid in the East of such porformances, and of 
course it means that the memoiy-lcss being is at the mcicy of the 
man who has stolen his memoiy That is probably not the in- 
tention in your case They wanted only to estal Iish a subconsci- 
ous control. But it couldn’t be done at once with a fellow of your 
antecedents, so they organized a process They suggested to you 
in your trance a doctoi’s name, and the next stage was his busi- 
ness. You woke feeling very seedy and rcmembciing a doctor’s 
address, and they argued that you would think that you had been 
advised about the fellow and make a bee-line for him Remember, 
they would assume that you had no recollection ol anything else 
from the night’s doings. Now go ahead and tell me about the 
chirurgeon. Did you go to see him?’ 

1 continued my story, and at the Wimpole Street episode Sandy 
laujhed long and loud. 

‘Another point up m the game You say you think the leech 
had been advised of your coming and not by you? By the way, 
he seems .to have talked fairly good sense, but I’d as soon set a 
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hippopotamus for nerves as you.’ He wrote down Dr Newhover’s 
address in his pocket book. ^Continuez. You then proceeded, 1 
'take it, to 4 Palmyra Square.’ 

At the next stage in my narrative he did not laugh. I dare say I 
told it better than I have written it down here, for I was fresh from 
the experience, and I could see that he was a good deal impressed. 

‘A Swedish masseuse and an odd-looking little girl. She puts 
you to sleep, or thinks she has, and then, when your eyes are 
bandaged, someone else nearfy charms the soul out of you. That 
sounds big magic. I see the general lines of it, but it is big magic, 
and I didn’t know that it was practised on these shores, Dick, 
this is getting horribly interesting. You kept wide awake - you 
are an old buffalo, you know - but you gave the impression of 
absolute ‘'uirc/Jcr. Good for you - you are now three points 
ahead in the game.’ 

‘Well, but what is the game? I’m hopelessly puzzled.’ 

‘So am I, but wc must work on assumptions. Let us suppose 
Medina is responsible. He may only be trying to find out the 
extent of his powers, and selects you as the most difficult subject 
to be found. You may be sure he knows all about your record. 
He may be only a vain man experimenting.’ 

‘In which case,’ I said, ‘I propose to punch his head.’ 

‘In which case, as you justly observe, you will give yourself 
the pleasure of punching his head. But suppose that he has got a 
far deeper purpose, something really dark and damnable. If 
his hypnotic power he could make a tool of you, consider what 
an asset he would have found. A man of your ability and force. 
1 have always said, you remember, that you had a fine natural 
talent for crime.’ 

‘I tell you, Sandy, that's nonsense. It’s impossible that there’s 
anything wrong - badly wrong - with Medina.’^ 

‘Improbable, but not impossible. We’re taking no chances. 
And if he were a scoundrel, think what a power he might be 
with all his talents and charm and pcjpularity.’ 

Sandy flung himself into a chair and appeared to be meditating. 
Once or twice he broke silence. 

‘I wonder what Dr Newhover meant by talking of a salmon 
river in Norway. Why not golf at North Berwick?’ 
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And again : 

‘You say there was a scent like peat in the room? Peat! You 
are certain?’ 

Finally he got up. ‘To-morrow,’ he said, ‘I think I will have a 
look round the house in Gospel Oak. Gospel Oak, by the way, 
is a funny name, isn’t it? You say it has electric light. I will visit 
it as a man from the corporation to see about the meter. Oh, that 
can easily be managed. Macgillivray will pass the word for me.’ 

The mention of Macgillivray brought me to attention. ‘Look 
here,’ I said, ‘I’m simply wasting my time. I got in touch with 
Medina in order to ask his help, and now I’ve been landed in a 
set of preposterous experiences which have nothing to do with my 
job. I must see Macgillivray to-morrow about getting alongside 
his Shropshire squire. For the present there can be nothing 
doing with Medina.’ 

‘Shropshire squire be hanged! You’re an old ass, Dick. For 
the present there’s everything doing with Medina. You wanted 
his help. Why? Because he was the next stage in the clue to that 
nonsensical rhyme. Well, you’ve discovered that there may be 
odd things about him. You can’t get his help, but you may get 
something more. You may get the secret itself. Instead of having 
to burrow into his memory, as you did with Greenslade, you may 
find it sticking out of his life.’ 

‘Do you really believe that?’ I asked in some bewilderment. 

‘I believe nothing as yet. But it is far the most promising line. 
He thinks that from what happened last night plus what hap- 
pened two hours ago you are under his influence, an acolyte, 
possibly a tool. It may be all quite straight, or it may be most 
damnably crooked. Y'ou have got to find out. You must keep 
dose to him, and foster his illusions, and play up to him for all 
you’re worth. He^is bound to show his hand. You needn’t take 
any steps on your own account. He’ll give you the lead all right. 

I can’t say 1 liked the prospect, for I have no love for play- 
acting, but I am bound to admit that Sandy talked sense. I asked 
him about himself, for I counted on his backing more than I could 
say. 

‘I propose to resume my travels,’ he said. ‘I wish to pursue my 
studies in the Bibliotheque Nationale of France.’ 
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‘But 1 thought you were with me in this show.* 

‘So 1 am. I go abroad on your business, as I shall explain to 
you some day. Also I want to see the man whom we used to call 
Ram Dass. 1 believe him to be in Munich at this moment. The 
day after to-morrow you will read in The Times that Colonel the 
Master of Clanroyden has gone abroad for an indefinite time on 
private business.’ 

‘How long will you be away?’ 1 groaned. 

‘A week perhaps, or a fortnight - or more. And when I come 
back it may not be as Sandy Arbuthnot.’ 

CHAPTER VII 

^nme Experiences of a Disciple 

I didn’t see Sandy again, for he took the night train for Paris 
next evening, and I had to go down to Oxford that day to appear 
as a witness in a running-down case. But I found a note for me 
at the Club when I got back the following morning. It contained 
nothing except these words : ‘ Coverts drawn blank, no third person 
in house' I had not really hoped for anything from Sandy’s expedi- 
tion to Palmyra Square, and thought no more about it. 

He didn’t return in a week, nor yet in a fortnight, and, realizing 
that I had only a little more than two months to do my job in, I 
grew very impatient. But my time was pretty well filled with 
Medina, as you shall hear. 

While I was reading Sandy’s note Turpin turned up, and begged 
me to come for a drive in his new Delage and talk to him. The 
Marquis de la Tour du Pin was, if possible, more pallid than 
before, his eyelids heavier, and his gentleness more silken. He 
drove me miles into the country, away through Windsor Forest, 
and as we raced at sixty miles an hour he uncovered his soul. He 
was going mad, it seemed; was, indeed, already mad, and only a 
slender and doubtless ill-founded confidence in me prevented 
him shooting himself. He was convinced that Adela Victor was 
dead, and that no trace of her would ever be found. ‘These 
policemen of yours - bah!’ he moaned. ‘Only in England can 
people vanish.* He concluded, however, that he would stay alive 
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till he bad iged her, for he believed that a good God would 
some day deliver her murderer into his hands I was desperately 
sorry for him, for behind his light gasconading manner there wece 
marks of acute suffering, and indeed in his case I think I should 
have gone crazy. He asked me for hope, and I gave him it, and 
told him what I did not believe - that 1 saw light in the business 
and had every confidence that we would restore him his sweet- 
heart safe and sound At that he cheered up and wanted to em- 
brace me, thereby jolly nearly sending the Delage into a ditch and 
us both into eternity He was burning for something to do, and 
Wanted me to promise that as soon as possible I would mspan 
him into my team That made me feel guilty, for I knew I had no 
team, and nothing you could call a clue; so I talked hastily about 
Miss Victor, lest he should ask me more 

I had her portrait drawn for me in Ivric piose She was slight, 
It seemed, middling tall, could tide like Diana and dance like the 
nymphs Her colouring and haii were those ol a brunette, but 
her eyes were a deep grey, and she had the solt voice which com- 
monly goes with such eyes Turpin, of couise put all this more 
poetically, relapsing frequently into French He told me all kinds 
of things about her - how she was crazy about dogs, and didn’t 
fear anything in the woild, and walked with a throw-out, and 
lisped delightfully when she was excited Altogether at the end 
of It I felt I had a pretty good notion of Miss Victor, especially 
as I had studied about fifty photogiaphs of her in Macgillivray’s 
room 

As we were neaiing home again it occurred to me lo ask him it 
he knew Medina He said no, but that he was dining at the 
Victors’ that evenmg a small dinnei party, mostly political 
‘He is wonderful, that Mr Victor He will not change his life, and 
his friends think Adela is in New York for a faiewell visit He is 
like the Spartarf boy with the fox ’ 

‘Tell Mr Victor, with my compliments,’ I said, ‘that f would 
like to dine there to-night I have a standing invitation Eight- 
fifteen, isn’t It?’ 

tt turned out to be a very small and select party - the Foreign 
Secretary, Medina, Palliser-Yeates, the Duke of Alcester, Lord 
SunningfJale, the ex-Lord-Chancellor, Levasseur the French 
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Minister, besides Turpin and myself. There were no women 
present. The behaviour of the Duke and Mr Victor was a lesson 
in fortitude, and you would never have guessed that these two 
men were living with a nightmare. It was not a talkative assembly, 
though Sunningdale had a good deal to say to the table about a 
new book that a German had written on the mathematical con- 
ception of infinity, a subject which even his brilliant exposition 
could not make clear to my thick wits. The Foreign Secretary 
and Levasscur had a tete-d-tef^y with Turpin as a hanger-on, and 
the rest of us would have been as dull as sticks if it had not been 
for Medina. I had a good chance of observing his quality, and 
1 must say I was astonished at his skill. It was he who by the right 
kind of question turned Sunningdale’s discourse on infinity, 
which would ^'^erwise have been a pedantic monologue, into 
good'conversation. We got on to politics afterwards, and Medina, 
who had just come from the House, was asked what was happen- 
ing. 

‘They had just timsned the usual plat ciu jour, the suspension of 
a couple of Labour mountebanks,’^ he said 

This roused Sunningdale. who lUihei afiecled me Labour 
Party, and I was amused to see how Medina handled the ex- 
Chancellor. He held him m good-humoured aigument, never 
forsaking his own position, hut shedding about the whole subject 
an atmosphere of witty and tolerant understanding. I felt that 
he knew more about the business than Sunningdale, that he knzw 
so much he could afford to give his adversai^ rope. Moreover, he 
never forgot that he was at a dinner-table, the pitch and key of 
his talk were exactly right, and he managed to bring everyone 
into it. 

To me he was extraordinarily kind. Indeed he treated me like a 
very ancient friend, bantering and affectionate and yet respectful, 
and he forced me to take a full share in the conversation. Under 
his stimulus, I became quite intelligent, and amazed Turpin, who 
had never credited me with any talents except for fighting But I 
had not forgotten what I was there fof, and if I had been inclined 
to, there were the figures of Victor and the Duke to remind me. 1 
watched the two, the one thin, grey-bearded, ratlier like an admiral 
with his vigilant dark eyes, the other heavy-jowled, rubicund, 
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crowned with fine silver hair; in both I saw shadows of pain 
stealing back to the comers of lip and eye, whenever the face was 
in repose. And Medina - the very beau ideal of a courteous, 
kindly, open-air Englishman. I noted how in his clothes he 
avoided any touch of overdressing, no fancifully-cut waistcoat 
or too-smartly-tied tie. In manner and presence he was the per- 
fection of un-self-conscious good breeding. It was my business 
to play up to him, and I let my devotion be pretty evident. The 
old Duke, whom I now met for the first time, patted my shoulder 
as we left the dining-room. ‘I am glad to see that you and Medina 
are friends. Sir Richard. Thank God that we have a man like him 
among the young entry. They ought to give him office at once, 
you know, get liim inside the shafts of the coach. Otherwise he’ll 
find something more interesting to do than politics.’ 

By tacit consent we left the house together, and I walked the 
streets by his side, as I had done three nights before. What a 
change, 1 reflected, in my point of view! Then I had been blind, 
now 1 was acutely watchful. He slipped an arm into mine as we 
entered Pall Mall, but its pressure did not seem so much friendly 
as possessive. 

‘You arc staying at your Club?’ he said. ’^Why not take up 
your quarters with me while you are in town? There’s ample 
room in Hill Street.’ 

The suggestion put me into a fright. To stay with him at present 
would wreck all my schemes ; but, supposing he insisted, could 1 
refuse, if it was my role to appear to be under his domination? 
Happily he did not insist, I made a lot of excuses - plans un- 
settled, constantly running down to the country, and so on, 

‘All right. But some day I may make the offer again and then 
i’ll take no refusal.’ 

They were just the kind of words a friend might have used, but 
somehow, thou|h the tone was all right, they slightly grated on 
me. 

‘How are you?’ he asked. ‘Most people who have led your life 
find the English spring trjfeg. You don’t look quite as fit as when 
I first saw you ’ 

‘No. I’ve been rather seedy this past week - headachy, loss 
of memory, stuffed-up brain and that sort of thing. I expect 
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it’s the spring fret. I’ve seen a doctor and he doesn’t worry 
about it.’ 

•‘Who’s your man?* 

‘A chap Newhover in Wimpole Street.’ 

He nodded. ‘ I’ve heard of him. They tell me he’s good.’ 

‘He has ordered me massage,’ I said boldly. ‘That cures the 
headaches anyway.’ 

‘I’m glad to hear it.’ 

Then he suddenly released mV arm. 

‘I see Arbutlinot has gone abroad.* 

There was a coldness in his voice to which I hastened to res- 
pond. 

‘So I saw in the papers,’ 1 said carelessly. ‘He’s a hopeless 
fellow. A pity, he\ able enough; but he won’t stay put, and 
that niakes him pretty well useless.’ 

‘Do you care much for Arbuthnot?* 

‘I used to,’ I replied shamelessly. ‘But till the other day I 
hadn’t seen him for years, and I must say he has grown very 
queer. Didn’t you think he behaved oddly at the Thursday 
dinner?’ 

He shrugged his shoulders. ‘I wasn’t much taken by him. He’s 
too infernally un-English. I don’t know how he got it, but there 
seems to be a touch of the shrill Levantine in him. Compare him 
with those fellows to-night. Even the Frenchmen ~ even Victor, 
though he’s an American and a Jew - are more our own way cf 
thinking.’ 

We were at the Club door, and as I stopped he looked me full 
in the face. 

‘If I were you 1 wouldn’t have much to do with Arbuthnot,’ 
he said, and his tone was a command. I grinned sheepishly, but 
my fingers itched for his ears. 

I went to bed fuming. This new possessory aftitude, this hint 
of nigger-driving, had suddenly made me hate Medina. I had 
been unable to set down the hypnotist business clearly to his 
account, and, even if I had been certain^ I was inclined to think it 
only the impertinent liberty of a faddist - a thing which I hotly 
resented but which did not arouse my serious dislike. But now - 
to feel that he claimed me as his man, because he thought, no 
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doubt, that he tiad established some, unholy power over me 
that fairly broke my temper. And his abuse of Sandy put thb lid 
on It - abuse to whictj^J hadtieen shamefully compelled to^^lent 
Levjmtine, by gad» f iftwore that Sandy and I llvould 
Swallow that word before he was very much older I^coul^'t 
sleep for thinking about it By this time 1 was perfectly 
to believe that Medina was up to any infamy, and I was resolved 
that in him and him alone lay the ke> to the riddle ot the three 
hostaft^l^ut all the time 1 wa^ miserably conscious that if I 
sugge$lH|||j|^ an idea to anyone except Sandy 1 should be set 
downda MBM phe l could see th^ the man’s repute was as solidly 
plantec®^l|h?®ntish Constitution 

Next morning I went to see Macgiilivray I explained that I 
had not been idle, that I had been pursuing lines of my own, 
w^ich I thought more hopetui than his suggestion of getting 
alongside the Shiopshne ^quire I said I had nothing a&tyet 
report, and that T didn’t propose to gne him the faintest notion 
of what I was after till 1 had secured ^ome results Butl wanted 
his help,- and I wanted his \ery be^t men 

‘Glad to see you’ve got busy, Dick,’ he said ‘I await your 
commands ’ 

‘1 want a house watched No 4 Palmyra Square, up in North 
London So far as 1 know it is occupied by a woman, who pur- 
ports to be a Swedish masseuse and calls herself Madame Breda, 
one or more maids, and an odd-looking little girl 1 want you to 
have a close record kept of the people who go there, and I want 
especially to know who exactly are the inmates of the house and 
who arc the frequent visitors It must be done very cautiously, 
for the people must have no suspicion that they are bemg spied 
on ’ 

He wrote down the details 

‘Also 1 wanf you to find out the antecedents of Medina’s 
butler ’ 

He whistled ‘Medina Dominick Medina, you mean?’ 

‘^yes Oh, I’m not susfSfectmg him ’ We both laughed, as if at a 
good joke ‘But I should like to hear something about his butler, 
for reasons which Tm not yet prepared to give you He answers 
to the name of Odell, and has the appearance of an infenor prize- 
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dream who is standing on the line with an express tram approach- 
ing, and does not know how to climb back on to the platform. 

• Next morning Medina never left me. He took me in his car to 
the City, and I waited while he did his business, and then to call in 
Carlton House Terrace a few doors from the Victors’ house. I 
believe it was the residence of the man who led his party in the 
Lords. After luncheon he solemnly installed me in the library. 
‘You’re not much of a reader, and in any case you would prob- 
ably find my books dull. But <her;e are excellent arm-chairs to 
doze in.’ 

Then he went out and I heard the wheels of his car move 
away. 1 felt a kind of awe creeping over me when I found myself 
alone in the uncanny place, which I knew to be the devil’s 
kitchen for all «^^hemes. There was a telephone on his writing- 
table, ‘the only one I had seen in the house, though there was 
no doubt one in the butler’s pantry. 1 turned up the telephone 
book and found a number given, but it was not the one on the 
receiver, ^his must be a private telephone, by means of which 
he could ring up anybody he wanted, but of which only his 
special friends knew the number. There was nothing else in the 
room to interest me, except the lines and lines of books, for 
his table was as bare as a bank-manager’s. 

I tried the books, but most of them were a long sight too 
learned for me. Most were old, and many were m l^tin, and 
some were evidently treasures, for I would take one down and 
find it a leather box with inside it a slim battered volume wrapped 
in wash-leather. But 1 found in one corner a great array of 
works of travel, so 1 selected one of Aurel Stein’s books and 
settled down in an arm-chair with it. 1 tried to fix my attention, 
but found it impossible. The sentences would not make sense 
to my restless mind, and I could not follow the maps. So I 
got up again, replaced the work on its shelf,* and began to 
wander about. It was a dull close day, and out in the street a 
water-cart was sprinkling the dust and children were going 
park-wards with their nurses ... I simjfly could not account for 
my disquiet, but I was like a fine lady with the vapours. I felt 
that somewhere in that room there was something that it con- 
cerned me deeply to know. 
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I drifted towiirds the bare writing-table. There was nothing 
on it but a massive silver inkstand in the shape of an owl, a 
silver tray of pens and oddments, a leather case of notepaper 
and a big blotting-book. I would never have made a good 
thief, for I felt both nervous ^nd ashamed as, after listening 
for steps, I tried the drawers. 

They were all locked - all, that is, except a shallow one at 
the top which looked as if it were meant to contain one of those 
big engagement tablets which busy men affect. There was no 
tablet there, but there were two sheets of paper. 

Both had been torn from a loose-leaf diary, and both coveted 
the same dates - the fortnight between Monday the 29th of May, 
and Sunday the 1 1 th of June. In the first the space for the days 
was filled with entries in Medina’s neat writing, entries in some 
sort of shorthand. These entries were close and thick up to and 
including Friday the 2nd of June ; after that there was nothing. 
The second sheet of paper was just the opposite. The spaces 
were virgin up to and including the 2nd of June ; afte^ that, on 
till the Uth, they were filled with notes. 

As I stared at these two sheets, some happy instinct made me 
divine their meaning. The first sheet contained the steps that 
Medina would take up to the day of liquidation, which was 
clearly thb 2nd of June. After that, if all went well, came peace 
and leisure. But if it didn’t go well, the second sheet contained 
his plans - plans I have no doubt for using the hostages, for 
wringing safety out of certain great men’s fears . . . My inter- 
pretation was confirmed by a small jotting in long-hand 
on the first sheet in the space for 2nd June. It was the two 
words "Dies irae\ which my Latin was just good enough to 
construe. 

I had lost all my tremors now, but I was a thousandfold more 
restless. I must^et word to Macgillivray at once - no, that was 
too dangerous -■ to Mary. I glanced at the telephone and resolved 
to trust my luck. 

I igot through to the Wymondhams’ hotise without difficulty. 
Barnard the butler answered, and informed me that Mary was 
at home. Then after a few seconds I heard her voice. 

‘Mary,’ I said, ‘the day is changed to the 2nd of June. You 
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understand, warn everybody ... I can’t think why you are 
worrying about that child.’ 

For I was conscious that Medina was entering the room. I 
managed with my knee to close the shallow drawer with the two 
sheets in it, and I nodded and.smiled to him, putting my hand 
over the receiver. 

‘Forgive me using your telephone. Fact is, my wife’s in London 
and she sent me round a note here asking me to ring her up. 
She’s got the boy on her mirfd.’ 

I put the tube to my ear again. Mary’s voice sounded sharp 
and high-pitched. 

‘Are you there? I’m in Mr Medina’s library and I can’t disturb 
him talking through this machine. There’s no cause to worry 
about Peter j Greenslade is usually fussy enough, and if 
he’s ’calm there’s no reason why you shouldn’t be. But if you 
want another opinion, why not get it? We may as well get the 
thing straightened out now, for 1 may be going abroad early in 
June ... Yes, some time after the 2nd.’ 

Thank God Mary was quick-witted. 

‘The 2nd is very near. Why do you make such sudden plans, 
Dick? I can’t go home without seeing you. I think I’ll come 
straight to Hill Street.’ 

‘All right,’ 1 said, ‘do as you please.’ I rang off and looked 
at Medina with a wry smile. ‘What fussers women are! Do you 
mind if my wife comes round here? She won't be content 
she has seen me. She has come up with a crazy notion of taking 
down a surgeon to give an opinion on the child’s appendix. 
Tommy rot! But that’s a woman’s way.’ 

He clearly suspected nothing. ‘Certainly let Lady Hannay 
come here. We’ll give her tea. I’m sorry that the drawing-room 
is out of commission just now. She might have liked to see my 
miniatures.’ 

Mary appeared in ten minutes, and most nobly she acted 
her part. It was the very model of a distraught silly mother ^vho 
bustled into the room. Her eyes lookW as if she had been crying 
and she had managed to disarrange her hat and untidy her hair. 

‘Oh, I’ve been so worried,’ she wailed, aftci she had mur- 
mured apologies to Medina. ‘He really has had a bad tummy 
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pain, and nurse thought last night that he was feverish. I’ve 
seen Mr Dobson- Wray, and he can come down by the four- 
forty-five . . . He’s such a precious little boy, Mr Medina, that- 
I feel we must take every precaution with him. If Mr Dobson- 
Wray says it is all right, I promise not to fuss any more. 1 think 
a second opinion would please Dr Greenslade, for he too 
looked rather anxious . . . Oh, no, thank you so much, but 1 
can’t stay for tea. I have a taxi waiting, and I might miss thy 
train. Fm going to pick up Mr Dobson-Wray in Wimpole 
Street.’ 

She departed in the same tornado in which she had come, 
just stopping to set her hat straight at one of the mirrors in 
the hall. 

‘Of course I’ll wire when the surgeon has seen him. And, 
Dick, you’ll come down at once if there’s anything wrong, and 
bring nurses. Poor, poor little darling! . . . Did you say after the 
2nd of June, Dick? I do hope you’ll be able to get olf. You need 
a holiday away from your tiresome family . . . Good-bye, Mr 
Medina. It was so kind of you to be patient with a silly mother. 
Look after Dick and don’t let him worry.’ 

I had preserved admirably the aloof air of the bored and 
slightly ashamed husband. But now I realiz^j that Mary was 
not babbling at large, but was saying something which I was 
meant to Jtake in. 

‘Poor, poor little darling!’ she crooned as she got into the 
taxi. ‘I do pray he’ll be all right - I think he may, Dick ... I 
hope, oh I hope ... to put your mind at ease . . . before the 2nd 
of June.’ 

As I turned back to Medina I had a notion that the poor 
little darling was no longer Peter John. 

CHAPTER XVII 

The District-Visitor in Palmyra Square 

During the last fortnight a new figure had begun to appear 
in Palmyra Square. I do not know if Macgillivray’s watchers 
reported its presence, for I saw none of their reports, but they 
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must have been cognizant of it, unless they spent all their time 
in the nearest public-house. It was a district-visitor of the 
familiar type - a woman approaching middle age, presumably a 
spinster, who wore a plain black dress and, though the weather 
was warm, a cheap fur round her neck and carried a rather old 
black silk satchel. Her figure was good, and had still a suggestion 
of jjouth, but her hair, which was dressed very flat and tight and 
coiled behind in an unfashionable bun, seemed - the little that 
was seen of it - to be sprinkled with grey. She was dowdy, and 
yet not altogether dowdy, for there was a certain faded elegance 
in her air, and an observer might have noted that she walked 
well. Besides the black satchel she carried usually a sheaf of 
papers, and invariably and in all weathers a cheap badly-rolled 
umbrella. 

She *■ .01 iCvl cl ^ the doctor’s house with the brass plate, and the 
music-teacher’s, and at the various lodging-houses. She was 
attached, it appeared, to the big church of St Jude’s a quarter 
of a mile oft', which had just got a new and energetic yicar. She 
was full of enthusiasm for her vicar, praised his earnestness and 
his eloquence, and dwelt especially, after the way of elderly 
maiden ladies, on the charm of his youth. She was also very 
ready to speak of herself, and eager to explain that her work 
was voIuntai7 - she was a gentlewoman of modest but inde- 
pendent means, and had rooms in Hampstead, and her father 
had been a clergyman at Eastbourne. Verv full of her fa uily 
she was to those who would hear her. There was a gentle . m- 
plicity about her manners, and an absence of all patronage, 
which attracted people and made them willing to listen to her 
when they would have shut the door on another, for the in- 
habitants of Palmyra Square are not a courteous or patient or 
religious folk. 

Her aim was to enlist the overworked geiiciai servants of 
the Square in some of the organizations of St Jude's. Tnere 
were all kinds of activities in that enlightened church - choral 
societies, and mothers’ meetings, and country holiday clubs, and 
classes for adult education. She would hand out sheaves of 
literature about the Girls’ Friendly Society and the Mothers’ 
Union, and such-like, and try to secure a promise of attendance 
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at some of the St Jude’s functions. I do not think she had 
much success at the doctor’s and the music-teacher’s, though she 
regularly distributed her literature there. The wretched little 
maids were too down-trodden and harassed to do more than 
listen dully on the doorstep asid say ‘Yes’m’. Nor was she 
allowed to see the mistresses, except one of the lodging-house 
keepers, who was a Primitive Methodist and considered, St 
Jude’s a device of Satan. But she had better fortune with the maid 
at No. 4. 

The girl belonged to a village in Kent, and the district-visitor, 
it seemed, had been asked to look her up by the rector of her 
old parish. She was a large flat-faced young woman, slow of 
speech, heavy of movement^ and suspicious of nature. At first 
she greeted the district-visitor coldly, but thawed at the mention 
of familiar names and accepted a copy of the St Jude’s Magazine. 
Two days later, when on her afternoon out, she met the district- 
visitor and consented to walk a little way with her. Now the 
girl’s hobby was dress, and her taste was better than most of 
her class 'and aspired to higher things. She had a new hat which 
her companion admired, but she confessed that she was not 
quite satisfied with it. The district-visitor revealed a knowledge 
of fashions which one would have scarcelj*^ augured from her 
own sombre clothes. She pointed out where the trimming was 
wrong, Sind might easily be improved, and the girl - her name 
was Elsie Outhwaite - agreed, ‘I could put it right for you in 
ten minutes,’ she was told. ‘Perhaps you would let me come 
and see you when you have a spare half-hour, and we could do 
it together. I’m rather clever at hats, and used to help my 
sisters.’ 

The ice was broken and the aloof Miss Outhwaite became 
confidential. She liked her place, had no cause to complain, 
received good wages, and above all was not fussed. ‘I minds 
my own business, and Madame minds ’ers,’ she said. Madame 
was a foreigner, and had her queer ways, but had also her good 
points. She did not interl'ere unnecessarily, and was not mean. 
Th|pe were handsome presents at Christmas, and every now and 
then the house would be shut up and Miss Outhwaite returned 
to Kent on generous board wages. It was not a hard billet, 
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though of course there were a lot of visitors, Madame’s clients. 
‘She’s a massoose, you know, but very respectable.’ When asked 
if there were no other inmates of the house she became reticent. 
‘Not what you would call reg’lar part of the family,’ she ad- 
mitted. ‘There’s an old lady, Madame’s aunt, that stops with 
us a bit, but 1 don’t see much of ’er. Madame attends to ’er 
erself, and she ’as her private room. And of cour^ there’s . . . ’ 
Miss Outhwaite seemed suddenly to recollect something, and 
changed the subject. 

The district-visitor professed a desire to make Madame’s 
acquaintance, but was not encouraged. ‘She’s not the sort for 
the likes of you. She don’t ’old with churches and God and 
such-like - I’ve ’card ’er say so. You won’t be getting ’er near 
St Jude’s, miss.’ 

‘But if sh^ is so clever and nice 1 would like to meet her. She 
could advise me about some of the difficult questions in this big 
parish. Perhaps she would help with our Country Holidays.’ 

Miss Outhwaite primmed her lips and didn’t think so. ‘You’ve 
got to be ill and nervy foi Madame to have an interesf in you. 
I’ll take in your name if you like, but I expect Madame won’t 
be at ’ome to you.’ 

It was eventually arranged that the district-visitor should call 
at No. 4 the following afternoon and bring the m.aterials for the 
reconstructed hat. She duly presented herself, but was warned 
away by a flustered Miss Outhwaite. ‘We’re that busy to-day 
I ’aven’t a minute to myself.’ Sunday was suggested, but it 
appeared that that was the day when the district-visitor was 
fully occupied, so a provisional appointment was made for the 
next Tuesday evening. 

This time all went well. Madame was out, and the district- 
visitor spent a profitable hour in Miss Outhwaite’s room. Her 
nimble fingers soon turned the hat, purchased in Queen’s 
Crescent for ten and sixpence, into a distant imitation of a 
costlier mode. She displayed an innocent interest in the house- 
hold, and asked many questions which Miss Outhwaite, now in 
the best of tempers, answered readily. She was told of Madame’s 
habits, her very occasional shortness of temper, her love of 
every tongue but English. ‘The worst of them furriners,’ said 
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Miss Outhwaite, ‘is that you can’t never be sure what they 
thinks of you. Half the time I’m with Madame and her aunt 
they’re talking some ’eathen language.’ 

As she departed the district-visitor was given a sketch of the 
topography of the house about yvhich she showed an unexpected 
curiosity. Before she left there was a slight contretemps, Madame’s 
latch-key was heard in the door and Miss Outhwaite had a 
moment of panic. ‘Here, miss. I’ll let you out through the 
kitchen,’ she whispered. But her visitor showed no embarrass- 
ment. ‘I'd like to meet Madame Breda,’ she declared. ‘This is 
a good chance.’ 

Madame’s plump dark face showed surprise, and possibly 
annoyance, as she observed the two. Miss Outhwaite hastened 
to explain the situation with a speed which revealed nervousness. 
‘This is a lady from St Jude’s, Madame,’ she said. ‘She comes 
’ere districk-visiting and she knows the folk in Radhurst, where 
1 comes from, so I made bold to ask her in.’ 

‘I am very glad to meet you, Madame Breda,’ said the district 
visitor. ‘I hope you don’t mind my calling on Llsie Outhwaite 
I want her to help in our Girls’ Friendly Society work.’ 

‘You have been here before, I think,’ was the reply in a suffi- 
ciently civil tone. ‘I have seen you in the"‘'’Square sometimes. 
There is no objection on my part to Outhwaite’s attending your 
meetings, but I warn you that she has very little free time.* 
The woman was a foreigner, no doubt, but on this occasion hei 
bnglish showed little trace of accent. 

‘That is very good of you. 1 should have asked your per- 
mission first, but you were unfortunately not at home when I 
called, and Elsie and 1 made friends by accident. I hope you 
will let me come again.’ 

As the visitor descended the steps and passed through the 
bright green gate into the gathering dusk of the Square, Madame 
Breda watched her contemplatively from one of the windows. 

The lady came again four days later - it must, I think, have 
been the 29th of May. Miss Outhwaite, when she opened the 
doi^r, looked flustered. ‘I can’t talk to you to-night, miss. 
Madame’s order is that when you next came you was to be 
shown into her room.’ 
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‘How very kind of her!’ said the lady. ‘I should greatly enjoy 
a talk with her. And, Elsie - Fve got such a nice present for 
' you - a hat which a friend gave me and which is too young - 
really too young - for me to wear. Tm going to give it to you, 
if you’ll accept it. I’ll bring it in a day or two.’ 

The district-visitor was shown into the large room on the 
right-hand side of the hall where Madame received her patients. 
There was no one there except a queer-looking little girl in a 
linen smock, who beckoned*hcr to follow to the folding-doors 
which divided the apartment from the other at the back. The 
lady did a strange thing, for she picked up the little girl, held her 
a second in her arms, and kissed her - after the emotional habit 
of the childless devote. Then she passed through the folding-doors. 

It was an odd apartment in which she found herself - much 
larger tH^o -'^nld have been guessed from the look of the house, 
and, though the night was warm, there was a fire lit, a smoulder- 
ing fire which gave off a fine blue smoke. Madame Breda was 
there, dressed in a low-cut gown as if she had been dining out, 
and looking handsome and dark and very foreign in the lighi 
of the shaded lamps. In an armchair by the hearth sat a wonderful 
old lady, with a thing like a mantilla over her snow-white hair. 
It was a room so unlike anything in her narrow experience that 
the newcomer stood hesitating as the folding-doors shut behind 
her. 

‘Oh, Madame Breda, it is so very kind of you to see me,’ she 
faltered. 

*1 do not know your name,’ Madame said, and then she did 
a curious thing, for she lifted a lamp and held it in the visitor's 
face, scrutinizing every line of her shabby figure. 

‘Clarke - Agnes Clarke. I am the eldest of three sisters - the 
other two are married - you may have heard of mv father - he 
wrote some beautiful hymns, and edited -’ 

‘How old are you?’ Madame broke in, stiu Holding up the 
lamp. 

The district-visitor gave a small Nervous laugh. ‘Oh, I am 
not so very old - just over forty - well, to be quite truthful, 
nearly forty-seven. I feel so young sometimes that I cannot 
believe it, and then - at other times - when I am tired - 1 feel a 
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hundred. Alas! I have many useless years behind me. But then 
we all have, don’t you think? The great thing is to be resolved 
to make the most of every hour that remains to us. Mr Empson 
at St Jude's preached such a beautiful sermon last Sunday about 
that. He said we must give every unforgiving minute its sixty 
seconds’ worth of distance run - 1 think he was quoting poetry. 
It is terrible to think of unforgiving minutes.’ 

Madame did not appear to be li-stening. She said something 
to the older lady in a foreign tongue. 

‘May I sit down, please?’ the \isitor asked. ‘I have been 
walking a good deal to-day.’ 

Madame waved her away from the chair she seemed about 
to take. ‘You will sit there, if you please,’ she said, pointing to 
a low couch beside the old woman. 

The visitor was obviously embarrassed. She sat down on the 
edge of the couch, a faded nervous figure compared to the two 
masterful personages, and her fingers played uneasily with the 
handle of her satchel. 

‘Why do you come to this house?’ Madame asked, and her 
tone was almost menacing. ‘We have nothing to do with your 
church.’ 

‘Oh, but you live in the parish, and it’s such a large and 
difficult parish, and we want help from everyone. You cannot 
imagine how horrible some of the slums are - what bitter 
poverty in these bad times - and the worn-out mothers and the 
poor little neglected children. We are trying to make it a brighter 
place.’ 

‘Do you want money?’ 

‘We always want money.’ The district-visitor’s face wore an 
ingratiating smile. ‘But we want chiefly personal service. Mr 
Empson always says that one little bit of personal service is 
better than a largd subscription - better for the souls of the giver 
and the receiver.’ 

‘What do you expect to get from Outhwaite?’ 

‘She is a young girl fr<hn a country village and alone in 
Londoi^She is a good girl, I think, and I want to give her 
friends and innocent amusement. And I want her help too in 
our work.* 
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The visitor started, for she found the hand of the old woman 
on her arm. The long fingers were running down it and pressing 
St. Hitherto the owner of the hand had not spoken, but now she 
said: 

‘This is the arm of a young, woman. She has lied about her 
age. No woman of forty-seven ever had such an arm.’ 

The soft passage of the fingers had suddenly become a grip of 
steel, and the visitor cried out. 

‘Oh, please, please, you are hurting me ... I do not tell lies. 
1 am proud of my figure - just a little. It is like my mother's, 
and she was so pretty. But oh! 1 am not young. I wish I was. 
I’m quite old when you see me by daylight.’ 

The grip had relaxed, and the visitor moved along the couch 
to be out of its reach. She had begun to cry m a helpless silly 
way, as If Suv ^<‘re frightened. The two other women spoke to 
each other in a strange tongue, and then Madame said : 

‘I will not have you come here. T will not have you meddle 
with my servants. I do not care a fig for your church. If you 
come here again you will repent it.’ 

Her tone was harsh, and the visitor looked as if her tears 
would begin again. Her discomposure had deprived her of the 
faded grace which had been in her air before, and she was now 
a pathetic and flimsy creature, like some elderly governess 
pleading against dismissal. 

‘You are cruel,’ she sighed. ‘I am so sorry if I have done 
anything wrong, but I meant it for the best. I thought that you 
might help me, for Elsie said you were clever and kind. Won’t 
you think of poor Elsie? She is so young and far from her people. 
Mayn’t she come to St Jude’s sometimes?’ 

‘Outhwaite has her duties at home, and so I dare say have 
you, if truth was spoken. Bah! I have no patience with restless 
English old maids. They say an Englishman’s Bouse is his castle, 
and yet there is a plague of barren virgins always buzzing round 
it in the name of religion and philanthropy. Listen to me. I will 
not have you in this house. I will not have you talking to Outh- 
waite. I will not have an idle woman spying on my private 
affairs.’ 

The visitor dabbed her eyes with a wisp of handkerchief. The 
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old woman had stretched out her hand again and would have 
laid it on her breast, but she had started up violently. She seemed 
to be in a mood between distress and fear. She swallowed hard 
before her voice came, and then it quavered. 

‘I think I had better go. You have wounded me very deeply. 
1 know I’m not clever, but I try so hard . . . and . . . and - it pains 
me to be misunderstood. I am afraid I have been tactless, so 
please forgive me ... I won’t come again . . . I’ll pray that your 
hearts may some day be softened.’ 

She seemed to make an effort to regain composure, and with 
a final dab at her eyes smiled shakily at the unrelenting Madame, 
who had touched an electric bell. She closed the folding-doors 
gently behind her, like a repentant child who has been sent to 
bed. The front room v.'as in darkness, but there was a light in 
the hall where Miss Outhwaitc waited to show her out. 

At the front door the district-visitor had recovered herself. 

‘Elsie,’ she whispered, ‘Madame Breda does not want me to 
come again. But I must give you the hat I promi:>cd you. I’ll 
Jiave it rcxidy by Thursday night. I’m afraid 1 may be rather 
late - after eleven perhaps - but don l go to bed till I come. 
I’ll go round to the back door. It’s such a smart pretty hat. 
1 know you’ll love it.’ 

Once^ in the Square she looked sharply about her, cast a 
glance back at No 4, and then walked away briskly. There was 
a man lounging at the corner to whom she spoke; he nodded 
and touched his hat, and a big motor car, which had been 
waiting in the shadows on the other side, drew up at the kerb. 
It seemed a strange conveyance for the district- visitor, but she 
entered it as if she were used to it, and wiien it moved off it 
was not in the direction of her rooms in Hampstead. 

CHAPTER XVlll 
The Night of the First of June 

the last two days of May were spent by me in the most miserable 
restlessness and despondency. I was cut off from all communica- 
tions with my friends and I did not see how I could reopen them. 
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For Medina, after his late furious busyness, seemed to have 
leisure again, and he simply never let me out of his sight. 1 
dare say I might have managed a visit to the Club and a telephone 
message to Mary, but I durst not venture it, for I realized as 1 
had never done before how delioate was the ground I walked on 
and how one false step on my part might blow everything sky- 
high. It would have mattered less if 1 had been hopeful of success, 
but a mood of black pessimism had seized me. I could count on 
Mary passing on my news to Macgillivray and on Macgillivray’s 
taking the necessary steps to hasten the numding-up; by the 
second of June Mcrcot would be restored to his friends, and Miss 
Victor too, if Mary had got on her track again. But who was 
arranging all that? Was Mary alone in the business, and where 
was Sandy? Mercot and Gaudian would be arriving in Scotland, 
and telegiaphing to me any moment, and 1 could not answer 
them. 1 had the maddening feeling that everything was on a 
knife edge, that the chances of a blunder were infinite, and 
that I could do nothing. To crown all, I was tortured by the 
tliought of David Warcliff. I had come to the conclusion that 
Mary’s farewell words at Hill Street had meant nothing: indeed, 
I couldn’t see how she could have found out anything about 
the little boy, for as yet we had never hit on the faintest clue, 
and the thought of him made success with the other two seem 
no better than failure. Likewise 1 was paying the penalty for the 
assurance about Medina which I had rashly expressed to Mary. 
1 felt the terror of the man in a new way; he seemed to me im- 
pregnable beyond the hope of assault; and while I detested him 
I also shuddered at him - a novel experience, for hitherto 1 had 
always found that hatred drove out fear. 

He was abominable during those two days - abominable but 
also wonderful. He seemed to love the sight of me, as if I were 
a visible and intimate proof of his power, and ffe treated me as 
an Oriental tyrant might treat a favourite slave. He unbent to 
me as a relief to his long spiritual tension, and let me see the 
innermost dreams of his heart. I realized with a shudder that 
he thought me a part of that hideous world he had created, and - 
I think for the first time in the business - I knew fear on my own 
account. If he dreamed 1 could fail him he would become a 
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ravening beast ... 1 remember that he talked a good deal of 
politics, but, ye gods! what a change from the respectable con- 
servative views which he had once treated me to - a Tory revival 
owmg to the women and that sort of thing! He declared that 
behind all the world’s creeds, Christianity, Buddhism, Islam and 
the rest, lay an ancient devil-worship and that it was raising its 
head again. Bolshevism, he said, was a form of it, and he 
attributed the success of Bolshevism in Asia to a revival of what 
he called Shamanism - I think that was the word. By his way 
of it the War had cracked the veneer everywhere and the real 
stuff was showing through. He rejoiced in the prospect, because 
the old faiths were not ethical codes but mysteries of the spirit, 
and they gave ?. chance for men who had found the ancient 
magic. I think he wanted to win everything that civilization 
would give him, and then wreck it, for his hatred of Britain was 
only a part of his hatred of all that most men hold in love and 
repute. The common anarchist was a fool to him, for the cities 
and temples of the whole earth were not sufficient sacrifice to 
appease his vanity. I knew now what a Goth and a Hun meant, 
and what had been the temper of scourges like Attila and Timour 
. . . Mad, you wilt say. Yes, mad beyond doubt, but it was the 
most convincing kind of madness. I had to fight hard, by keeping 
my mind firm on my job, to prevent my nerve giving. 

I went to bed on the last night of May in something very near 
despair, comforting myself, I remember, by what I had said to 
Maty, that one must go on to the finish and trust to luck changing 
in the last ten minutes. I woke to a gorgeous morning, and when 
I came down to breakfast I was in a shade better spirits. Medina 
proposed a run out into the country and a walk on some high 
ground. ‘It will give us an appetite for the Thursday dinner,’ he 
said. Then he went upstairs to telephone, and I was in the 
smoking-room Ifilling my pipe when suddenly Greenslade was 
shown in. 

I didn’t listen to what he had to say, but seized a sheet ot 
pap^ and scribbled a note : ‘Take this to the head porter at the 
Oub and he will give you any telegram there is for me. If there 
is one from Gaudian, as there must be, wire him to start at once 
and go straight to Julius Victor. Then wire the Duke to meet 
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him there. Do you understand? Now, what have you to tell 
me?’ 

‘Only that your wife says things are going pretty well. You 
must turn up to-night at ten-thirty at the Fields of Eden. Also 
somehow you must get a latchikey for this house, and see that 
the door is not chained.’ 

‘Nothing more?’ 

‘Nothing more.’ 

‘And Peter John?’ 

Greenslade was enlarging on Peter John’s case when Medina 
entered. ‘I came round to tell Sir Richard that it was all a false 
alarm. Only the spring fret. The surgeon was rather cross at 
being taken so far on a fool’s errand. Lady Hannay thought he 
had better hear it from me personally, for then he could start 
on his hoi'day wilh an cas> mind.’ 

I was so short with him that Medina must have seen how far 
my thoughts were from my family. As we motored along the 
road to Trmg 1 talked of the approaching holiday, like a toadying 
schoolboy who has been asked to stay for a cricket week with - 
some senior. Medina said he had not fixed the place, but it must 
be somewhere south in the sun *- Algiers, perhaps, and the 
fringes of the desert, or better still some remote Mediterranean 
spot where we could have both sunlight and blue sea. He talked 
of the sun like a fire-worshipper. He wanted to steep his limbs 
in it, and wash his soul in the light, and swim in wide warm 
waters. He rhapsodized like a poet, but what struck me about 
his rhapsodies was how little sensuous they were. The man’s 
body was the most obedient satellite of his mind, and 1 don’t 
believe he had any weakness of the flesh. What he wanted was 
a bath of radiance for his spirit. 

We walked all day on the hills around Ivinghoe, and had a 
late lunch in the village inn. He spoke very flttle, but strode 
over the thymy downs with his eyes abstracted. Once, as we sat 
on the summit, he seemed to sigh and his face for a moment 
was very grave. 

‘What is the highest pleasure?’ he asked suddenly. ‘Attain- 
ment? . . . No. Renunciation.’ 

‘So I’ve heard the parsons say,’ 1 observed. 
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He did not heed me. ‘To win everything that mankind has 
ever striven for, and then to cast it aside. To be Emperor of the 
Earth and then to slip out of the ken of mankind and take up 
the sandals and begging-bowl. The man who can do that has 
conquered the world - he is not a king but a god. Only he must 
be a king first to achieve it.’ 

1 cannot hope to reproduce the atmosphere of that scene, 
the bare top of the hill in the blue summer weather, and that 
man, nearing, as he thought, the summit of success, and suddenly 
questioning all mortal codes of value. In all my dealings with 
Medina I was obsessed by the sense of my inferiority to him, 
that I was like a cab horse compared to an Arab stallion, and 
now I felt it like a blow in the face. That was the kind of thing 
Napoleon might have said - and done - had his schemes not 
gone astray. 1 knew 1 was contending with a devil, but 1 know 
also that it was a great devil. 

We returned to town just in time to dress for dinner, and all 
my nervousness revived a hundredfold. This was the night of 
^crisis, and I loathed having to screw myself up to emergencies 
late in the day. Such things should take place in the early morning. 
It was like going over the top in France; I didw’t mind it so much 
when it happened during a drizzling dawn, when one was anyhow 
depressed and only half-awake, but I abominated an attack in 
the cold-blooded daylight, or in the dusk when one wanted to 
relax. 

That evening 1 shaved, 1 remember, very carefully, as if' I 
were decking myself out for a sacrifice. 1 wondered what would 
be my feelings when I next shaved. 1 wondered what Mary and 
Sandy were doing . . . 

What Mary and Sandy were doing at that precise moment I 
do not know, but I can now unfold certain contemporary happen- 
ings which were then hid from me . . . Mercot and Gaudian were 
having a late tea in the Midland express, having nearly broken 
their necks in a furious motor race to catch the train at Hawick. 
The former was clean and shaven, his hair nicely cut, and his 
clotl^es a fairly well-fitting ready-made suit of flannels. He was 
deeply sunburnt, immensely excited, and constantly breaking in 
on Gaudiaji’s study of the works of Sir Walter Scott. 
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‘Newhover is to be let loose to-day. What do you suppose 
he’ll do?’ he asked. 

‘Nothing - yet awhile,’ was the answer. ‘I said certain things 
to him. He cannot openly go back to Germany, and I do not 
think he dare come to England. *He fears the vengeance of his 
employer. He will disappear for a little, and then emerge in some 
new crime with a new name and a changed face. He is the eternal 
scoundrel.’ 

The young man's face lighted up pleasantly. ‘If I live to be a 
hundred,’ he stud, ‘I can’t enjoy anything half as much as that 
clip I gave him on the Jaw.’ 

In a room in a country house on the Middlesex and Bucks 
borders Tvrn'.i '' ns talking fo a girl. He was in evening dress, 
a very point-device young man, and she was wearing a wonderful 
gov/n, grass-green in colour and fantastically cut. Her face was 
heavily made up, and her scarlet lips and stained eyebrows 
stood out weirdly against the dead white of her skin. But it was 
a diiicrent face from that which I lirst saw in the dancfng-hall. 
Life had come back to it, the eyes were no longer dull like pebbles, 
but were again the windows of a soul. There was still fear in 
tliose eyes and bewilderment, but they were human again, and 
shone at this moment with a wild alfection. 

*J am terrified,’ she said. ‘I have to go to that awful place 
with that awful man. F^leasc, Antoine, please, do not leave me 
You have brought me out of a grave, and you cannot let me 
slip back again.’ 

He held her close to him and stroked her hair. 

‘ I think it is - how do you say it? - the last lap. My very dear 
one, we cannot fail our friends. 1 follow you soon. The grey man 
- 1 do not know his name - he told me so, and he is^ friend. A car 
is ordered for me half an hour after you drive olf with that Odell.’ 

‘But what does it all mean?’ she asked. 

‘I do not know, but 1 think - 1 am sure - it is the work of our 
friends. Consider, my little one, I am brought to the house where 
you are, but those who have charge of you do not know I am 
here. When Odell comes 1 am warned and locked in my room. 
I am not allowed out of it. I have had no exercise except sparring 
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with that sol^n English valet. He indeed has been most amiable, 
and has allowed- me to keep myself in form. He boxes well, too, 
but I have studied under our own Jules and he is no match for 
me. But when the coast is clear I am permitted to see you, and 1 
have waked you from sleep, my princess. Therefore so far it is 
good. As to what will happen to-night I do not know, but I 
fancy it is the end of our troubles. The grey man has told me as 
much. If you go back to that dance place, I think 1 follow you, 
and then we shall see something. Have no fear, little one. You 
go back as a prisoner no more, but as an actress to play a part, 
and I know you will play the part well. You will not permit the 
man Odell to suspect. Presently I come, and I think there will 
be an iclaircissement - also, please God, a reckoning.' 

The wooden-faced valet entered and signed to the young man, 
who kissed the girl and followed him. A few minutes later Turpin 
was in his own room, with the door locked behind him. Then 
came a sound of the wheels of a car outside, and he listened with 
a smile on his face. As he stood before tjie glass putting the 
finishing touches to his smooth hair he was still smiling - an 
ominous smile. 

Other things, which I did not know about7 were happening that 
eveniog. From a certain modest ofiice near Tower Hill a gentle- 
man emerged to seek his rooms in Mayfair. His car was waiting 
for him at the street comer, but to his surprise as he got into it 
someone entered also from the other side, and the address to 
which the car ultimately drove was not Clarges Street. The office, 
too, which he had left locked and bolted was presently open, 
and men were busy there till far into the night - men who did 
not belong to his staff. An eminent publicist, who was the special 
patron of the distressed populations of Central Europe, was 
starting out to dine at his club, when he was unaccountably 
delayed, and had to postpone his dinner. The Spanish copper 
company in London Wall had been doing little business of late, 
except to give luncheons to numerous gentlemen, but that night 
Its rooms were lit, and people who did not look like city cleiks 
were investigating its documents. In Paris a certain Fiendi count 
of royalist proclivities, who had a box that night for the opera 
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and was giving a little dinner beforehand, did not keep his 
appointment, to the discomfiture of his guests, and a tdephone 
message to his rooms near the Champs Elysees elicited no reply. 
There was a grufi* fellow at the other end who discouraged 
conversation. A worthy Glasgow accountant, an elder of the 
kirk, and a prospective candidate for Parliament, did not return 
that evening to his family, and the police, when appealed to, 
gave curious answers. The office, just off Fleet Street, of the 
Christian Advocate of Milwaukee, a paper which cannot have 
had much of a circulation in England, was filled about six 
o’clock with silent preoccupied people, and the manager, sur- 
prised and rather wild of eye, W'as taken off in a taxi by two 
laige gentlemen who had not had previously the honour of his 
acquaintance. Odd things seemed to be happening up and down 
the whole world. More than one ship did not sail at the appointed 
hour because of the interest of certain people in the passenger 
lists; a meeting of decorous bankers in Genoa was unexpectedly 
interrupted by the^police; offices of the utmost respectability 
were occupied and examined by the blundering minions of the 
law; several fashionable actresses did not appear to gladden 
their admirers, and more than one pretty dancer was absent 
from tlie scene of her usual triumphs; a Senator in Western 
America, a high official in Rome, and four deputies in France 
found their movements restricted, and a Prince of the Church, 
after receiving a telephone message, fell to his prayers. A mining 
magnate in Westphalia, visiting Antwerp on business, found U>^3t 
he was not permitted to catch the train he had settled on. Five 
men, all highly placed, and one woman, for no cause apparent 
to their relatives, chose to rid themselves of life between the 
hours of six and seven. There was an unpleasant occurrence in a 
town on the Loire, where an Englishman, mptoring to the 
south of France - a typical English squire, well known in hunting 
circles in Shropshire - was visited at his hotel by two ordinary 
Frenchmen, whose conversation seeme^ unpalatable to him. He 
was passing something from his waistcoat pocket to his mouth, 
when they had the audacity to lay violent hands on him, and to 
slip something over his wrists. 
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It was a heavenly clear evening when Medina and I set out to 
walk the half-mile to Mervyn Street. I had been so cloistered 
and harassed during the past weeks that I had missed the coming 
of summer. Suddenly the world seemed to have lighted up, and 
the streets were filled with that Intricate odour of flowers, scent, 
hot wood pavements, and asplialt which is the summer smell of 
London. Cars were waiting at house-doors, and women in pretty 
clothes getting into them; men were walking dinner-wards, with 
some of whom we exchanged greetings; the whole earth seemed 
full of laughter and happy movement. And it was shut oiF from 
me. I seemed to be living on the other side of a veil from this 
cheerful world, and 1 could see nothing but a lonely old man 
W'ith a tragic face waiting for a lost boy. There was one moment 
at the corner of Berkeley Square when 1 accKicitally jostled 
Medina, and had to clench my hands and bite my lips to keep 
myself from throttling him there and then. 

The dining-room in Mervyn Street looked west, and the 
evening light strove with the candles on the tabic, and made 
a fairy-like scene of the flowers and silver. It was a full meeting 
- lifteen I think - and the divine weather seemed to have put 
everybody in the best of spirits. I had almostTorgotten Medina’s 
repute with the ordinary man, and was staggered anew at the 
signs of his popularity. He was in the chair that evening, and a 
better chairman of such a dinner I have never seen. He had the 
right word for everybody, and we sat down to table like a party 
of undergradi'ates celebrating a successful cricket-match. 

I was on the chairman’s right hand, next to Burminster, with 
Palliser-Yeates opposite me. At first the talk was chiefly about 
the Derby and Ascot entries, about which Medina proved 
uncommonly W'ell posted. He had a lot of inside knowledge 
from the Chil^pn stables, and showed himself a keen critic of 
form; also he was a perfect pundit about the pedigree of race- 
horses, and made Burminster, who fancied himself in the same 
line, gape with admiration. I suppose a biain like his could get 
uj) any subject at lightning speed, and he thought this kind of 
knowledge useful to him, for 1 don’t believe he cared more for a 
horse than for a cat 

OncGy during the Somme battle, I went to dine at a French 
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Chateau behind the lines, as the guest of the only son of the 
house. It was an ancient place, with fishponds and terraces, and 
th*ere were only two people in it, an old Comtesse and a girl of 
fifteen called Simone. At dinner, 1 remember, a decrepit butler 
filled for me five glasses of different clarets, till I found the one 
I preferred. Afterwards I walked in the garden with Simone in a 
wonderful yellow twilight, watching the fat carp in the ponds 
and hearing the grumbling of the distant guns. 1 felt in that hour 
the poignant contrast of youth and innocence and peace with 
that hideous world of battle a dozen miles ofll\ To-night I had 
the same feeling - the jolly party of clean, hard, decent fellows, 
and the abominable hinterland of mystery and crime of which 
the man at the head of the table was the master. I must have 
been poor c^^mpany, but happily everybody was talkative, and 
I did my best to grin at Burininster’s fooling. 

Presently the talk drifted away from sport. Palliser-Yeates 
was speaking, and his fresh boyish colour contrasted oddly with 
his wise eyes and gfcive voice. 

‘I can't make out what is happening,’ he said in reply to a 
remark of L^eithen's. ‘The City has suddenly become jumpy, and 
there's no reason in the facts that I can see for it. There's been 
a good deal of realization of stocks, chiefly hy foreign holders, 
but there aie a dozen explanations of that. No, there’s a kind of 
malaise about, and it’s unpleasantly like what I remember in 
June, 1914, 1 was in Whittington’s then, and wc suddenly four) I 
the foundations beginning to crumble - oh yes, before tl* . 
Serajevo murders. You remember Chailic Esmond’s smash - 
well, that was largely due to the spasm of insecurity that s!:iook 
the world. People now and then get a feeling in their bones that 
something bad is going to happen. And probably they are right, 
and it has begun to happen.' 

‘Good Lord!’ said Leithen. ‘I don’t like this. Is it another 
war?’ 

Palliser-Yeates did not answer at once. ‘It looks like it. 1 
admit it’s almost unthinkable, but then all wars are really 
unthinkable, till you’re in the middle of them.’ 

‘Nonsense!’ Medina cried. ‘There’s no nation on the globe 
fit to go to war, except half-civilized races with whom it is the 
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normal conation. You forget how much we know since 1914. 
You couldn’t get even France to fight without provoking a 
revolution - a middle-class revolution, the kind that succeeds.' 

Burminster looked relieved. ‘The next war,’ he said, ‘will be 
a dashed unpleasant affair. So tar as 1 can see there will be very 
few soldiers killed, but an enormous number of civilians. The 
safest place will be the front. There will be such a rush to get 
into the army that we’ll have to have conscription to make people 
remain in civil life. The embusques will be the regulars.’ 

As he spoke someone entered the room, and to my amazement 
I saw that it was Sandy. 

He was looking extraordinarily fit jmd as brown as a berry. 
He murmured an apology to the chairman for being late, patted 
the bald patch on Burmmster’s head, and took a seat at the other 
end of the table. ‘I’ll cut in where you’ve got to,’ he told the 
waiters. ‘No - don’t bother about fish. I want some English 
roast beef and a tankard of beer.’ 

There was a chorus of questions. 

‘Just arrived an hour ago. I’ve been in the East - Egypt and 
Palestine. Flew most of the way back.’ 

He nodded to me, and smiled at Medina?«nd raised his tankard 
to him. 

I was not in a good position for watching Medina’s face, but 
so far as I could see it was unchanged. He hated Sandy, but he 
didn’t fear him now, when his plans had practically come to 
fruition. Indeed he was very gracious to him, and asked in his 
most genial tones what he had been after. 

‘Civil aviation,’ said Sandy. ‘I’m going to collar the pilgrim 
traffic to the Holy Places. You’ve been m Mecca?’ he asked 
Pugh, who nodded. ‘You remembci the hamelidari crowd who 
used to organise the transport from Mespot. Well, I’m a hamelt- 
dari on a big scale. I am prepared to brmg the rank of hadji 
within reach of the poorest and feeblest. I’m going to be the 
great benefactor of the democracy of Islam, by means of a fleet 
,!$pf patched-up planes and a few kindred spirits that know the 
East. I’ll let you fellows in on the ground-floor when I float my 
company. John’ - he addressed Palliser-Yeates - ‘1 look to you 
to manage die flotation.’ 
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Sandy was obviously ragging, and no one took him seriously. 
He sat there with his merry brown face, looking absurdly young 
an*d girlish, so that the most suspicious could have seen nothing 
more in him than the ordinary mad Englishman who lived for 
adventure and novelty. Me he neVer addressed, and I was glad 
of it, for 1 was utterly at sea. What did he mean by turning up 
now? What part was he to play in the events of the night? I 
could not have controlled the anxiety in my voice if I had been 
ibrced to speak to him. 

A servant brought Medina a note, which he opened at leisure 
and read. ‘No answer,’ he said, and slijlTed it mto his pocket. 1 
had a momentary dread that he might have got news of Mac- 
gillivray’s round-up, but his manner reassured me. 

There were people there who wanted to turn Sandy to other 
subjects, Fullcylove and the young Cambridge don. 

Nightingale. They wanted to know about South Arabia, of 
which at the time the world was talking. Some fellow, I forget 
his name, was trying,to raise an expedition to explore it 

‘It’s the last geographical secret left uniiddled,’ he said, and 
now he spoke seriously. ‘Well, perhaps not quite the last. I’m 
told there’s still something to be done with the southern tribu- 
taries of the Amazon. Mornington, you know, believes there’s a 
chance of finding some of the Inca people still dwelling in the 
unexplored upper glens. But all the rest have gone. Since the 
beginning of the century we’ve made a clean sweep of the jolly 
old mysteries that made the world woith living in. We have* 
been to both the Poles, and to Lhasas and to the Mountains 
of the Moon. We haven’t got to the lop of Everest yet, but 
we know what it is like. Mecca and Medina are as stale as 
Bournemouth. We know that there’s nothing very stupendous 
in the Brahmaputra gorges. There’s little left for a man’s 
imagination to play with, and our children will grow up in a 
dull, shrunken world. Except, of course, the Great Southern 
Desert of Arabia.’ 

‘Do you think it can be crossed?’ Nightingale asked. 

‘It’s hard to say, and the man who tried it would take almighty 
risks. I don’t fancy myself pinning my life to milk camels. They’re 
chancy brutes.’ 
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‘I don’t believe there’s anything there,’ said Pulley love, ‘except 
eight hundred miles of soft sand.* 

‘ I’m not so sure. I’ve heard strange stories. There was a man 
1 met once in Oman, who went west from the Manah oasis . . .’ 

He stopped to taste the club madeira, then set down the glass 
and looked at his watch. 

‘Great Scott!’ he said. ‘I must be off. I’m sorry, Mr President, 
but 1 felt 1 must see you all again. You don’t mind my butting 
in?’ 

He was half-way to the door, when Burminster asked where he 
was going. 

‘To seek the straw in some sequestered grange ... Meaning 
the ten-thirty from King’s Cross. I’m off to Scotland to see my 
father. Remember, I’m the last prop of an ancient house. Good- 
bye, all of you. I’ll tell you about my schemes at the next dinner.' 

As the door closed on him I had a sense of the blackest 
depression and loneliness. He was my one great ally, and he 
came and disappeared like a ship m the night, without a word 
to me. 1 felt like a blind bat, and I must have showed my feeling 
in my face, for Medina saw it and put it down, I dare say, to 
my dislike of Sandy. He asked Palliser-Yeates to take his place 
‘It’s not the Scotch express, like Arbuthnot, but I'm off for a 
holiday very soon, and I have an appointment I must keep.’ 
That was all to the good, for 1 had been wondering how I was 
to make an excuse for my visit to the Fields of Eden. He asked 
me when I would be back and I said listlessly within the next 
hour. He nodded, ‘I’ll be home by then, and can let you in it 
Odell has gone to bed.’ Then with a little chaff of Burminster 
he left, so much at ease that I was positive he had had no bad 
news. 1 waited for five minutes and followed suit. The time was 
a quarter pasjt ten. 

At the entrance to the Club in Wellesley Street 1 expected to 
have some difficulty, but the man in the box at the head of the 
stairs, after a sharp glance at me, let me pass. He was not the 
fellow who had been there on my visit with Archie Roylance, 
and yet I had a queer sense of having seen his face before. I 
stepped into the dancing-room with its heavy flavour of scent 

232 . . 



tind its infernal din ol mountebank music, sat down at a side 
table and ordered a liqueur. 

There was a difference in the place, but at first I could not 
put my finger on it. Everything seemed the same ; the only face 
I knew was Miss Victor's, and that had the same mask-like 
pallor; she was dancing with a boy, who seemed to be trying to 
talk to her and getting few replies. Odell 1 did not see, nor the 
Jew with the beard. I observed with interest the little casement 
above from which I had looked when 1 burgled the curiosity 
shop. There were fewer people to-night, but apparently the 
same class. 

No, not quite the same class. The women were the same, 
but the men were different. They were older and more - how 
shall I put - responsible-looking, and had not the air of the 
professional dancing partner or the young man on the spree. 
They were heavier footed, too, though good enough performers. 
Somehow 1 got the notion that most of them were not habitues 
of this kind of plate and were here with a purpose. 

As soon as this idea dawned on me I began to notice other 
things. There were fewer foieign waiters, and their number was 
steadily decreasing. Drinks would be ordered and would be long 
in coming; a servant, once he left the hall, seemed to be un- 
accountably detained. And then I observed another thing. There 
was a face looking down from the casement above ; I could see 
it like a shadow behind the dirty glass. 

Presently Odell appeared, a resplendent figure in evening drcjis, 
with a diamond solitaire in his shirt and a red silk handkerchief 
in his left sleeve. He looked massive and formidable, but puffier 
than ever, and his small pig’s eyes were very bright. 1 fancied he 
had been having a glass or two, just enough to excite him. He 
swaggered about among the small tables, turning now and then 
to stare at the girl in green, and then went out again. I looked at 
my watch, and saw that it was a quarter to eleven. 

When I lifted my head Mary had arrived. No more paint and 
powder and bizarre clothes. She was wearing the pale blue gown 
she had worn at our Hunt Ball in March, and her hair was 
dressed in the simple way T loved, which showed all the lights 
and shadows in the gold. She came in like a young queen, cast 

233 



a swift glance roxind the room, and then, shading her eyes with 
her hand, looking up towards the casement. It must have been 
a signal, for I saw a hand wave. 

As she stood there, very still and poised like a runner, the 
music stopped suddenly. The few men who were still dancing 
spoke to their partners and moved towards the door. 1 observed 
the bearded Jew hurry in and look round. A man touched him 
on the arm and drew him away, and that was the last I saw of 
him. 

Suddenly Odell reappeared. He must have had some warning 
which required instant action. I shall never know what it was, 
but it may have announced the round-up, and the course to be 
followed towards the hostages. He signed peremptorily to Miss 
Victor and went forward as if to take her arm. ‘You gotta come 
along,’ I heard, when my eyes were occupied with a new figure. 

Turpin was there, a pale taut young man with his brows knit 
as I remembered them in tight corners in France. The green 
girl had darted to Mary’s side, and Turpin strode up to her. 

‘Adela, my dear,’ he said, ‘I think it is time for you to be going 
home.’ 

The next I saw was Miss Victor’s handTSlutching his arm and 
Odell advancing with a flush on his sallow face. 

‘You letta go that goil,’ he was saying. ‘You got no business 
with her. She’s my goil.’ 

Turpin was smiling. ‘I think not, my friend.’ He disengaged 
Adela’s arm and put her behind him, and with a swift step struck 
Odell a resounding smack on the cheek with the flat of his hand. 

The man seemed to swell with fury. ‘ Hell! ’ he cried, with a tor- 
rent of Bowery oaths. ‘ My smart guy. I’ve got something in my 
mitt for you. You for the sleep pill.’ 

I would have given a fortune to be in Turpin’s place, for 1 felt 
that a scrap was what I needed to knit up my ragged nerves. But 1 
couldn’t chip in, for this was clearly his special quarrel, and very 
soon i saw that he was not likely to need my help. 

V Smiling wickedly, he moved round the pug, who had his fists 
up. 'Fiche-moi la paix\ he crooned. ‘My friend, I am going to 
massacre you.’ 

I stepped towards Mary, for I wanted to get the women 
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outside, but she was busy attending to Miss Victor, whom the 
strain of the evening had left on the verge of swooning. So I only 
saw bits of the fight. Turpin kept Odell at long range, for in- 
fighting would have been fatal, and he tired him with his lightning 
movements, till the professionars^ad training told and his wind 
went. When the Frenchman saw his opponent puflSng and his 
cheeks mottling he started to sail in. That part 1 witnessed, and I 
hope that Mary and Miss Victor did not understand old Turpin’s 
language, for he spoke gently to himself the whole time, and it 
was the quintessence of all the esoteric abuse that the French 
poilu accumulated during the four years of war. His tremendous 
reach gave him an ad\'antage, he was as light on his legs as a 
fencer, and his arms seemed to shoot out with the force of a 
steam-hammer 1 realized what 1 had never known before, that 
his slimness was deceptive, and that stripped he would be a line 
figure of sinew and bone. Also I understood that a big fcUow, 
however formidable, if he is untrained and a little drunk, will go 
down before speed and quick wits and the deftness of youth. 

They fought for just over six minutes. Turpin’s deadliest blows 
were on Odell’s body, but the knockout came with one on the 
point of the chin. The big man crumpled up in a heap, and the 
back of his head banged on the floor. Turpin wrapped a wisp of a 
handkerchief round his knuckles, which had suffered from 
Odell’s solitaire, and looked about him. 

‘What is to become of this offal?’ he asked. 

One of the dancers replied. ‘We will look after him, sir. TIk 
whole house is in our hands. This man is wanted on a good many 
grounds.’ 

I walked up to the prostrate Odell, and took the latch-key from 
his waistcoat pocket. Turpin and Adela had gone, and Mary 
stood watching me. 1 obsen^ed that she was very pajp. 

‘lam going to Hill Street,’ 1 said. 

‘1 will come later,’ was her answer. ‘ I hope in less than an hour. 
The key will let you in. There will be people there to keep the door 
open for me.’ 

Her face had the alert and absorbed look that old Peter 
Pienaar’s used to have when he was after big game. There was no 
other word spoken between us. She entered a big saloon^r 
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which was waiting in the street below, and I walked to Royston 
Square to find a taxi. It was not yet eleven o’clock. 

CHAPTER XIX 

The Night of the First of June - Later 

A LITTLE after eleven that night a late walker in Palmyra Square 
would have seen a phenomenon rare in the dingy neighbourhood. 
A large motor-car drew up at the gate of No. 7, where dwelt the 
teacher of music who had long retired to rest. A woman des- 
cended, wearing a dark cloak and carrying a parcel, and stood 
for a second looking across the road to where the lean elms in the 
centre of the square made a patch of shade. She seemed to find 
there what she expected, for she hastened to the gate of No. 4. 
She did not approach the front door, but ran down the path to the 
back where the tradesmen called, and as soon as she was out of 
sight several figures emerged from the shadow and moved 
towards the gate. 

Miss Outhwaite opened to her lap. ‘My, but you’re late, miss,’ 
she whispered, as the woman brushed past Ker into the dim kit- 
chen. Then she gasped, for some transformation had taken place 
in the district-visitor. It was no longer a laded spinster that she 
saw, but a dazzling lady, gorgeously dressed as it seemed to her, 
and of a remarkable beauty. 

‘I’ve brought your hat, Elsie,’ she said. ‘It’s rather a nice one, 
and I think you’ll like it. Now go at once and open the front 
door.’ 

‘But Madame . . .’ the girl gasped. 

‘Never mind Madame. You are done with Madame. To- 
morrow you v^‘11 come and see me at this address,’ and she gave 
her a slip of paper. ‘I will see that you do not suffer. Now hurry, 
my dear.’ 

The girl seemed to be mesmerized, and turned to obey. The 
difttrict-visitor followed her, but did not wait in the hall. Instead, 
she ran lightly up the stairs, guiding herself by a small electric 
torch, and when the front door was open and four silent figures 
had entered she was nowhere to be seen. 
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For the next quarter of an hour an inquisitive passer-by would 
h^ve noted lights spring out and then die away in niore than one 
room of No. 4. He might have also heard the sound of low excited 
speech. At the end of that space of time he would have seen the 
district-visitor descend the sleps and enter the big car which had 
moved up to the gate. She was carrying something in her arms. 

Witliin, in a back room, a furious woman was struggling with a 
telephone, from which she got no answer, since the line had been 
cut. And an old woman sat in a chair by the hearth, raving and 
muttering, with a face like death. 

When 1 got to Hill Street, I waited till the taxi had driven olT 
before 1 entered. Theie was a man standing in the porch of the 
house opp''' .. .d as 1 waited another passed me, w^ho nodded. 
‘Good evening, Sir Richard,' he said, and though I did not recog- 
nize him ] knew where he came from. My spirits were at their 
lowest ebb, and not even the '^ight of these arrangements could 
revive them, hor 1 kTiCW that, though wc had succeeded wjlh Miss 
Victor and Mercot, \»e had faded with the case vhich mattered 
most. I was going to try to scare Medina or to buy him, and 1 felt 
that both pui poses were futile, for the aw^c of him was still like a 
black fog on my soul. 

1 let myself in with Odell’s latch-key and left the heavy door 
ajar. I’hen I switched on the staircase lights and mounted to the 
library. I left the lights burning behind me, lor they w'ould i*. 
needed by those who followed. 

Mcdina was standing by the lireplace, in which logs had been 
laid ready for a match. As usual, he had only the one lamp lit, 
that on his writing-table. He had a dip of paper in his hand, one 
of the two which had lain in the t(;p drawer, as I saw by the dates 
and the ruled lines, I fancy he had been attempting in vain to ling 
up Palmyra Square. Some acute suspicion had been aroused in 
him, and he had been trying to take action. His air of leisure w'as 
the kind which is hastily assumed; a ipinute befoie I was con- 
vinced he had been furiously busy. 

There was surprise in his face when he saw me. 

‘Hullo!’ he said, ‘how did you get in? I diciti’t hear you ring. 
I told Odell to go to bad.’ 
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1 was feeling so weak and listless that 1 wanted to sit down, so 1 
dropped mto a chair out of the circle of the lamp. 

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘Odell's in bed all right. I let myself m with his 
key. I’ve just seen that Bowery tough put to sleep with a crack on 
the chin from Turpin You know - the Marquis de la Tour du 
Pm.’ 

1 had a good strategic position, for 1 could see his face clearly 
and he could only see the outline of mine. 

‘ What on earth are you talking about"? ’ he said. 

‘OdeU has been knocked out You see, Turpin has taken Miss 
Victor back to her father.’ I looked at my watch ‘And by this 
time Lord Mercot should be in London - unless the Scotch e\ 
press is late.’ 

A great tide of disillusion must have swept over his mind, but 
his face gave no sign of it It had grown stern, but as composed as 
a judge’s. 

‘You’re behaving as il you were mad. What has come over 
you? I know nothing of Lord Mercot - you mean the Alcester 
boy"? Or Miss Victor.’ 

‘Oh yes, you do,’ I said wearily I did not know where to begin, 
for I wanted to get him at once to the real business ' It’s a long 
story. Do you want me to tell it when you know it all already"?’ 
1 believe I yawned and I felt so tired T could hardly put the sen- 
tences together. 

‘I msist that you explain this nonsense,’ was his leply One 
thing he must have realized by now, that he had no power over 
me, for his jaw was set and his eyes stem, as if he were regardmg 
not a satellite, but an enemy and an equal. 

‘Well, you and your friends for your own purposes took three 
hostages, and I have made it my busmess to free them 1 let you 
believe that your tomfoolery had mastered me - your perform- 
ance m this room and Newhover and Madame Breda and the old 
blind lady and all the rest of it. When you thought 1 was drugged 
an<^ demented I was specially wide awake. 1 had to abuse youi 
hospitality - rather a dirty game, you may say, but then I was 
dealing with a scoundrel. I went to Norway whm you thought I 
was in bed at Fosse, and I found Mercot, and 1 expect at this 
moment Newhover is feeling rather cheap . . . Miss Victor, too. 
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She wasn't very difficult, once we hit on the Fields of Eden. 
You’re a very clever man, Mr Medina, but you oughtn’t to 
circulate doggerel verses. Take my advice and stick to good 
poetry.’ 

By this time the situation mtist have been clear to him, but 
there was not a quiver in that set hard face. 1 take off my hat to 
the best actor I have ever met - the best but one, the German 
count who lies buried at the farm of Gavrelle. 

‘You’ve gone off your head,’ he said, and his quiet considerate 
voice belied his eyes. 

‘Oh no! 1 rather wish 1 had. I hate to think that there can be so 
base a thing in the world as you. A man with the brains of a god 
and living only to glut his rotten vanity! You should be scotched 
like a snake.’ 

For a moment 1 had a blessed thought that he was about 
to go for me, for I would have welcomed a scrap like nothing 
else on earth. There may have been a flicker of passion, but 
it was quickly suppressed. His eyes had become grave and 
reproachful. 

‘1 have been kind to you,’ he said, ‘and have treated you 
as a friend. This is my reward. The most charitable explanation 
is that your wits are unhinged. But you had better leave this 
house.’ 

‘ Not before you hear me out. 1 have something to propose, Mr 
Medina. You have still a third hostage in your hands. Wc a-^e 
perfectly aware of the syndicate you have been working with - u c 
Barcelona nut business, and the Jacobite count, and your friend 
the Shropshire master-of-hounds. Scotland Yard has hnd its 
hand over the lot for months, and to-night the hand will be closed. 
That shop is shut for good. Now listen to me, for I have a pro- 
posal to make. You have the ambition of the devil, and have 
already made for yourself a great name. 1 wifi do nothing to 
smirch that name. I will swear a solemn oath to hold my tongue. 
1 will go away from England, if you like. I will bury the memory of 
the past months, and my knowledge ^ill never be used to put a 
spoke in your wheel. Also, since your syndicate is burst up, you 
will want money. Well, I will give you one hundred thousand 
pounds. And in return for my silence and my cash I ask you to 
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restore to me David Warcliff, safe and sane. Sane, I say, for what- 
ever you have made of the poor little chap you have got to un- 
make It’ 

I had made up my mind about this offer as I came along in the 
taxi. It was a big sum, but I had tnore money than 1 needed, and 
Blenkiron, who had millions, would lend a hand. 

His face showed no response, no interest, onl> the same stein 
melancholy regard. 

‘ Poor devil » ’ he said. ‘ You’ie madder than I thought.’ 

My lassitude was di^^appeaimg, and I began to get angry 
‘It you do not agree,’ I said, ‘I will blacken your leputation 
tnroughout the civilized world. What use will England have lor a 
kidnapper and blackmailer and - a - a bogus magician 

But as I SDoke I knew that my threats were foolish He smiled, 
a wi >e, pitying smile, w hich made me shi\ ei with wrath 

‘No, It IS you who will appear as the blackmailer,’ he ‘aid 
softly. ‘Consider. You are making the most outrageous charge^ i 
don’t quite follow your meaning, but deal ly they aie outrageous - 
and what Evidence have > ou to support them"^ Your own dreams 
Who will believe you*^ I have had the good fortane to make many 
friends, and they are loyal fuends ’ Theie’"was a gentle regict in 
his voice. ‘Your stoiy will be laughed to scoai OI couise people 
will be sorry tor you, tor you are popular in a way They will say 
that a meritorious soldier, more notable peinaps for courage 
than for brains, has gone crazy, and they will comment on the 
long-drawn-out eflects of the >\ar I must of course protect my- 
self If you blackguard me I will prosecute > oa for slander and get 
your mental condition examined.’ 

It was only too true. I had no evidence except my own word. I 
knew that it would be impossible to link up Medina with the 
doings of the syndicate - he was too clever for that. His blind 
mother would die on the rack before she spoke, and his tools 
could not give him away, because they were tools and knew 
nothing. The world would laugh at me if I opened my mouth. At 
that moment I think I had my first full realization of Medina’s 
quality. Here was a man who had just learned that his pet schemes 
were shattered, who had had his vanity wounded to the quick by 
the revelation of how I had fooled him, and yet he could play 
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what was left of the game with coolness and precision. I had 
struck the largest size of opponent. 

‘What about the hundred thousand pounds, then?’ I asked. 
‘That is my offer tor David Warcliff.’ 

‘ V cu are very good,’ he said hiockingly. ‘I might feel insulted, 
if I did not know you weie a lunatic.’ 

J sat theie staring at the hguic in the glow of the one lamp 
which ^eemed to wax more formidable as 1 looked, and a thou- 
sandfold more sinister I saw the hideous roundness of his head, 
the meicilessness of his eyes, so that I wondeied how 1 had ever 
thought him handsome. But now that most of his game was 
spoiled he only seemed the gi eater, the more assuied. Were there 
no gaps in his defences'^ He had kinks in him - witness the silly 
rhyme whirl. ul mven me the first clue . . Was there no weak- 
ness in that panoply which 1 could use ^ Physical fear - physical 
pain - could anything be done with that ? 

1 got to my feet with a blind notion ol closing with him. He 
div lied my mtentign, for he ^ho^\ed something in his hand which 
gleamed dully. ‘Take caie,’ he said. ‘I can defend myself against 
any maniac ’ 

‘Put It auay,’ 1 said hopelessly ‘You’re safe enough from me. 
My God, 1 hope that somewheie Ihcie is a hell.' I felt as feeble as 
a babe, and all the N\hile the thought of the little boy was driving 
me mad 

Suddenly 1 saw Medina’s eyes look over my shoulder. Someo"- 
had come into the loom, and I turned and found Kharama. 

He was in evening diess, \\ caring a tuiban, and in the du^k his 
dark malign face seemed an embodied sneer at my helplessness. 1 
did not see how Medina took his ariival, for all at once some- 
thing seemed to give in my head. For the Indiar^I felt none now 
of the awe which I had for the other, only a flaming, overpoweimg 
hate. That this foul thing out of the Last should pursue his 
devilries unchecked seemed to me beyond beat mg. I forgot 
Medina’s pistol and everything else, arid went for him like a wild 
beast. 

He dodged me, and, before I knew, had pv. ‘sd off his turban, 
and tossed it in my face. 
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‘ Don't be an old ass, Dick,' he said. 

Panting with fury, I stopped short and stared. The voice was 
Sandy’s, and so was the figure . . . And the face, too, when 1 camd 
to look into it. He had done something with the comers of his 
eyebrows and tinted the lids with kohl, but the eyes, which I had 
never before seen properly opened, were those of my friend. 

‘What an artist the world has lost in me!’ he laughed, and 
tried to tidy his disordered hair. 

Then he nodded to Medina. ‘We meet again sooner than we 
expected. I missed my train, and came to look for Dick . . . Lay 
down that pistol, please. I happen to be armed too, you see. It's 
no case for shooting anyhow. Do you mind if i smoke?’ 

He flung himself into an armchair and lit a cigarette. Once 
more I was conscious of my surroundings, for hitherto for all 1 
knew I might have been arguing in a desert. My eyes had cleared 
and my brain was beginning to work again. 1 saw the great room 
with its tiers of books, some glimmering, some dusky; Sandy 
taking his ease in his chair and gazmg placidly up into Medina's 
‘ face ; Medina with his jaw set but his eyes troubled - yes, for the 
first time I saw flickers of perplexity in those eye^. 

‘Dick, I suppose, has been reasoning with you,’ Sandy said 
mildly. ‘Afid you have told him that he was a madman? Quite 
right. He is. You have pointed out to him that his story rests on 
his unsupported evidence, which no one will believe, for I admit 
it is an incredible tale. You have warned him that if he opens his 
mouth you will have him shut up as a lunatic. Is that correct, 
Dick? 

‘Well,’ he continued, looking blandly at Medina, ‘that was a 
natural view for you to take. Only, of course, you made one 
small error. His evidence will not be unsupported.’ 

Medina laugli^, but there was no ease in his laugh. ‘Who are 
the other lunatics?’ 

‘Myself for one. You have interested me for quite a long time, 
Mr Medina. I will confess that one of my reasons for coming 
homtt in March was to hd!ve the privilege of your acquaintance. 
I have taken a good deal of pains about it. I have followed 
your own line of studies - indeed, if the present situation 
weren’t so 'hectic, I should like to exchange notes with you as 
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a fellow-inquirer. 1 have traced your career in Central Asia 
and elsewhere with some precision. ! think 1 know more about 
you than anybody else in the world.’ 

Medina made no answer. Thje tables were turning, and his eyes 
were chained to the slight figure in the armchair. 

‘All that is very interesting,’ Sandy went on, 'but it is not quite 
germane to the subject before us. Khardma, whom we both re- 
member in his pride, unfoitunatcly died last year. It was kept 
very secret for obvious reasons - the goodwill of his business was 
very valuable and depended upon his being alive - and I only 
heard of it by a lucky accident. So I took the liberty of borrowing 
his name, Mr Medina. As Khardma I was honoured with your 
confidence. Rather a cad’s trick, you will say, and I agree, but in 
an affaii hkc ui's jne has r\^» choice of weapons ... You did more 
than confide in me. You trusted me with Miss Victor and the 
Marquis de la Tour du Pin, when it was important that they 
should be m safe keeping ... I have a good deal of evidence to 
support Dick.’ 

‘Moonshine!’ said Medina. ‘Two lunacies do not make sense. I 
deny every detail of your rubbish.’ 

‘Out of the mouth of two or three witnesses,’ said Sandy 
pleasantly. ‘There is still a third . . . Lavatci,’ he cried, ‘come in, 
vve’» fi ready for you.’ 

There entered the grey melancholy man, whom I had seep 
my first visit here, and in the house behind Little Fardell Strei I 
noticed that he walked straight to Sandy’s chair, and did not look 
at Medina. 

‘Lavater you know already, I think. He used to be a friend of 
mine, and lately we have resumed the friendship. He was your 
disciple for some time, but has now relinquished that honour. 
Lavater will be able to tell the world a good dealftbout you.’ 

Medina’s face had become like a mask, and the colour had 
gon^* out of it. He may have been a volcano within, but outside he 
was cold ice. His voice, acid and sneering, came out like drops of 
chilly water. 

‘Three lunatics,’ he said. ‘I deny every wo^d you say. No one 
will believe you. It is a conspiracy of madmen. 

‘Let’s talk business anyhow,’ said Sandy. ‘The case against you 
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is proven to the hilt, but let us see how the world will regard it. 
The strong point on your side is that people don’t like to confess 
they have been fools. You have been a very popular man, Mr 
Medina, and your many friends will be loath to believe that you 
aie a scoundrel. You’ve the hedge of your reputation to protect 
you. Again, our story is so monstrous that the ordinary English- 
man may call it unbelievable, for we are not an imaginative 
nation. Again we can get no help from the principal suflercrs. 
Miss Victor and Lord Mcrcot can tell an ugly story of kidnapping, 
which may get a life-sentcncc for Odell, and for Newhoser il‘ he is 
caught, but which does not implicate you. That will be a stum- 
Ming-block to most juries, who are not as familiar vviili occult 
science as you and 1 . . . These are your strong points. But consider 
what we can bring on the other side. You arc a propagandist of 
genius, as 1 once told Dick, and 1 can explain just how you have 
fooled the world - your exploits with Denikin and such-like. 
Then the three of us can tell a damning story, and tell it from close 
Quarters. It may sound wild, but Dick has some leputation for 
good sense, and a good many people think that 1 am not alto- 
gether a fool. Finally we have on our side ScotlanffYard, which is 
now gathering in your associates, and wc have behind us Julius 
Victor, who'is not without inducncc ... I do not say we can send 
you to prison, though 1 think it likely, but we can throw such 
suspicion on you that for the rest of your days you will be a 
marked man. You will recognize that for you that means utter 
failure, for to succeed you must swim in the glory of popular 
A:onfidence.’ 

I could see that Medina was shaken at last. ‘You may damage 
me with your lies,’ he said slowly, ‘but 1 will be even with you. 
\ ou will find me hard to beat.’ 

‘I don’t doubt* it,’ was Sandy’s answer. ‘I and my friends do 
not want victory, we want success. We want David Warciilf.’ 

There w'as no answer, and Sandy went on. 

‘ We^^make you a proposal. The three of us will keep what we 
know to ourselves. We will pledge ourselves never to breathe a 
word of it - if you like we will sign a document to say that we 
acknowledge our mistake. So far as we are concerned you may go 
on and become Prime Minister of Britain or Archbishop of 
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Canterbury, or anything you jolly well like. We don’t exactly 
Jove you, but we will not interfere with the adoration of others, 
ril take myself off again to the East with Lavater, and Dick will 
bury himself in Oxfordshire mud. And in return we ask that you 
hand over to us David Waicliff m his right mind.’ 

There was no answer. 

Then Sandy made a mistake in tactics. ‘I believe you are 
attached to your mother,’ he said. ‘If you accept our offer she will 
be safe from annoyance. Otherwise - well, she is an important 
witness.’ 

The man’s pride was stung to the quick. His mother must have 
been for him an inner sanctuary, a thing apart from and holier 
than his fiercest ambitions, the very core and shrine of his 
monstroi-^j That s^'c should be used as a bargaining 

counter stirred something deep and primeval in him, something - 
let me say it - higlier and better than I had imagined. A new and a 
human fury burned the mask off him like tissue paper. 

‘You fools!’ he vried, and his voice was harsh with rage. ‘You 
perfect fools! You will sweat blood for that insu’*.* 

‘It’s a fair offer,’ said Sandy, never moving a muscle. ‘Do I un- 
derstand that you refuse?’ 

Medina stood on the hearthrug like an animal at bay, and upon 
my soul I couldn’t but admire him. The flame in his face would 
have scorched most people into abject fear. 

‘Go to hell, the pack of you! Out of this houc>c! You will m- ir 
hear a word from me till you are bleating for mercy. Get out . . 

His eyes must have been dimmed by his rage, for he did not see 
Mary enter. She had advanced right up to Sandy’s chair before 
even I noticed her. She was carrying something in her arms, 
something which she held close as a mother hqjds a^hild. 

It was the queer little girl from the house in Palmyra Square. 
Her hair had grown longer and fell in wisps over her brow and 
her pale tear-stained cheeks. A mostjpiteous little object she was 
with dull blind eyes which seemed to struggle with perpetual 
terror. She still wore the absurd linen smock, her skinny little 
legs and arms were bare, and her thin fingei.> clutched at Mary’s 
gown. 
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Then Medina savt^ her, and Sandy ceased to exist for him. He 
stared for a second uncomprehendingly, till the passion in his face 
turned to alarm. ‘ What have you done with her?’ he barked, and 
flung himself forward. 

I thought he was going to attack Mary, so I tripped him up. He 
spmwled on the floor, and since he seemed to have lost all com- 
mand of himself I reckoned that I had belter keep him there. I 
looked towards Mary, who nodded. ‘Please tie him up,’ she said, 
and passed me the turban cloth of the late Kharama. 

He fought like a tiger, but Lavaler and I with a little help 
from Sandy managed to truss him fairly tight, supplementing 
the turban with one of the curtain cords. We laid him in an 
armchair. 

‘What have you done with her?’ he kept on, screwing his head 
round to look at Mary. 

I could not understand his maniacal concern for the little girl, 
till Mary answered, and 1 saw what he meant by ‘ her’. 

‘No one has touched your mother. She is in the house in 
Palmyra Square.’ 

Then Mary laid the child down very gently jg the chair where 
Sandy had been sitting and stood erect before Medina. 

‘I want you to bring back this little boy’s mind,’ she said. 

I suppose I should have been astonished, but I wasn’t - at 
least not at her words, though 1 had not had an inkling before- 
hand of the truth. All the astonishment I was capable of was 
reserved for Mary. She stood there looking down on the bound 
man, her face very pale, her eyes quite gentle, her lips parted as if 
in expectation. And yet there was something about her so for- 
midable, so implacable, that the other three of us fell into the 
background. Her presence dominated everything, and the very 
grace of he^ bode' and the mild sadness of her eyes seemed to 
make her the more terrifying. 1 know now how Joan of Arc must 
have looked when she led her troops into battle. 

‘Do you hear me?’ she repeated. ‘You took away his soul and 
you give it back again. That is all 1 ask of you.’ 

He choked before he replied. ‘What boy? I tell you I know 
nothing. You are all mad.’ 

‘I mean t)avid Warcliff. The others are free now, and he must 
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be free to-night. Free, and in his right mind, as when you carried 
him off. Surely you understand.’ 

* There was no answer. 

‘That is all I ask. It is such a little thing. Then we will go away.’ 

1 broke in. ‘Our offer holds. l3o as she asks, and we will never 
open our mouths about to-night’s v/ork.’ 

He was not listening to me, nor was she. It was a duel between 
the two of them, and as she looked at him, his face seemed to 
grow more dogged and stone-1 ike. If ever he had felt hatred it was 
for this woman, for it was a conilict between two opposite poles of 
life, two worlds eternally at war. 

‘ I tell you I know nothing of the brat . . . ’ 

She stopped him with lilted hand. ‘Oh, do not let us waste 
time, please. It is lai too late lor arguing. If you do what I ask we 
will go aw'ay, and you will never be troubled with us again. I 
promise - w'c all promise. If you do not, of course we must rum 
you.’ 

I think it was th® confidence in her tone which stung him. 

‘1 refuse,’ he almost screamed. ‘1 do not know what you" 
mean ... 1 defy you ... You can proclaim your lies to the world 
. . . You will not ciush me. I am too strong for you.’ 

There was no mistaking the finality of that defiance. I thought 
it put the lid on everything We could blast the fellow’s reputation, 
no doubt, and win victory; but we had failed, for we were left 
with that poor little mindless waif. 

Mary’s face did not change. 

‘ if you refuse, I must try another way’ : her voice was as gentle 
as a mother’s. ‘I must give David Warcliff back to his father . . . 
Dick; she turned to me, ‘will you light the lire.’ 

1 obeyed, not knowing what she meant, and in a minute the dry 
faggots were roaring up the chimney, lighting up our five faces 
and the mazed child in the chair. 

‘You have destroyed a soul,’ she said, ‘and you refuse to 
repair the wrong. 1 am going to destre^ your body, and nothing 
will ever repair it.’ 

Then I saw her meaning, and both Sandy and I cried out. 
Neither of us had led the kind of life which makes a man 
squeamish, but this was too much for us But our protests died 
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half-born, after orre glance at Mary's face. She was my own wed- 
ded wife, but in that moment 1 could no more have opposed hei 
than could the poor bemused child. Her spirit seemed to transcend 
us all and radiate an inexorable command. She stood easily and 
gracefully, a figure of motherhdod and pity rather than of awe 
But all the same 1 did not recognize her ; it was a stranger that 
stood there, a stern goddess that wielded the lightnings. Beyond 
doubt she meant every w'ord she said, and her quiet voice seemed 
to deliver judgement as aloof and impersonal as Fate. I could see 
creeping over Medina’s sullenness the shadow of terror. 

‘You are a desperate man,’ she was saying. ‘But I am far more 
desperate. There is nothing on earth that can stand between me 
and the saving of this child. You know that, don’t you? A body 
for a soul - a soul for a body - which shall it be?’ 

The light was reflected from the steel fire-irons, and Medina 
saw it and shivered. 

‘You may live a long time, but you v/ill have to live in seclu- 
sion. No woman will ever cast eyes on you «exccpt to shudder. 
'People will point at you and say “There goes the man who was 
maimed by a woman - because of the soul oCja child.” You will 
cari 7 your story written on your face for the world to read and 
laugh and revile.’ 

She had got at the central nerve of his vanity, for I think that he 
was ambitious less of achievement than of the personal glory 
that attends it. 1 dared not look at her, but I could look at him, 
and 1 saw all the passions of hell chase each other over his face. 
He tried to speak, but only choked. He seemed to bend his whole 
soul to look at her, and to shiver at what he saw. 

She turned her head to glance at the clock on the mantel- 
piece. 

‘You mpst decide before the quarter strikes,’ she said. ‘After 
that there will be no place for repentance. A body for a soul - a 
soul for a body.’ 

Then from her black silk reticule she took a little oddly-shaped 
grdfen bottle. She held it in her hand as if it had been a jewel and I 
gulped in horror. 

‘This is the elixir of death - of death in life, Mr Medina. It 
makes comeliness a mockery. It will bum flesh and bone into 
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shapes of hideousness, but it does not kill. Oh no - it does not 
kill. A body for a soul - a soul for a body.’ 

It was that, I think, which finished him The threefold chime 
which announced the quarter had begun when out of his dry 
throat came a sound like a clucking hen’s. ‘1 agree,’ a voice 
croaked, seeming to come from without, so queer and far away it 
was. 

‘Thank you,’ she said, as if someone had opened a door for her. 
‘Dick, will you please make Mr Medina more comfortable . . 

The fire was not replenished, so the quick-burning faggots 
soon died down. Again the room was shadowy, except for the 
single lamp that glowed behind Medina’s head. 

1 cannot describe that last, scene, for I do not think my 
sight was clcai, and I know that my head was spinning. The 
child sat on Mary’s lap, with its eyes held by the glow of light. 
‘You are Gcida . . . you are sleepy . . . now you sleep’ - 1 did 
not heed the patter, for I was trying to think of homely things 
which would keep my wits anchored. I thought chiefly of Peter 
John. 

Sandy was crouched on a stool by the hearth. 1 noticed that he 
had his hands on his knees, and that from one of them protruded 
something round and dark, like the point of a pistol barrel. He 
was taking no chances, but the thing was folly, for we were in the 
presence of far more potent weapons. Never since the world 
began was there a scene of such utter humiliation. I shivered at 
the indecency of it. Medina performed his sinister ritual, but on 
us spectators it had no more effect than a charade. Mary 
especially sat watching it with the detachment with which one 
watches a kindergarten play. The man had suddenly become a 
mountebank under those fearless eyes. 

The voices droned on, the man asking qyestiogis, the child 
answering m a weak unnatural voice. ‘You are David Warcliff . . . 
you lost your way coming from school . . . you have been ill and 
have forgotten ... You arc better now . . . you remember Haver- 
ham and the redshanks down by the river . . . You are sleepy . . . 
1 think you would like to sleep again.’ 

Medina spoke. ‘You can wake him now. Do it carefully.’ 

[•got up and switched on the rest of the lights. The child was 
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peacefully asleep in Mary's arms, and she bent and kissed him. 
‘Speak to him, Dick,’ she said. 

‘Davie,’ I said loudly. ‘Davie, it’s about time for us to {.’et 
home.’ 

He opened his eyes and sat up. When he found himself on 
Mary’s knee, he began to clamber down. He was not accustomed 
to a woman’s lap, and felt a little ashamed. 

‘Davie,’ I repeated. ‘Your father will be getting tired waiting 
for us. Don’t you think we should go home?' 

‘ Yes, sir,’ he said, and put his hand in mine. 

To my dying day I shall not forget my last sight of that library - 
the blazing lights which made the books, which I bad never seen 
before except in shadow, gleam like a silk tapestry, the wood-fire 
dying on the hearth, and the man sunk in the chair. It may sound 
odd after all that had happened, but my chief feeling was pity. 
Yes, pity! He seemed tlie loneliest thing on God's earth. You see 
he had never any friends except himself, and bis ambitions had 
made a barrier between him and all humanity. Now that they 
were gone he was stripped naked, and left coM and shivering m 
the arctic wilderness of his broken dreams. 

Mary leaned back in the car. 

‘I hope I’m not going to faint,’ she said. ‘Give me the green 
bottle, please.’ 

‘For Heaven’s sake! ’ I cried. 

‘ Silly ! ’ she said. ‘ It’s only eau-de-cologne.’ 

She laughed, and the laugh seemed to restore her a httle 
though she still looked deadly pale. She fumbled in her reticule, 
and drew out a robust pair of scissors. 

‘I’m going,to cut Davie’s hair. I can’t change his clothes, but at 
any rate I can make his head like a boy’s again, so Utal his father 
won’t be shocked.’ 

‘Igloes he know we are coming?’ 

‘Yes. I telephoned to him after dinner, but of course I said 
nothing about Davie.’ 

She dipped assiduously, and by the time we came to the Pim- 
lico square where Sir Arthur Warclilf lived she had got rid of the 
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long locks, and the head was now that of a pallid and thin but 
wonderfully composed little boy. ^Am 1 going back to Dad?’ he 
had asked, and seemed content. 

I refused to go in - 1 was not fit for any more shocks - so I sat 
in the car while Mary and David*entered the little house. In about 
three minutes Mary returned. She was crying, and yet smiling too. 

‘I made Davie wait in the hall, and went into Sir Arthur’s study 
alone. He looked ill - and oh, so old and worn. I said : “ I have 
brought Davie. Never mind his clothes. He’s all right!” Then I 
fetched him in. Oh, Dick, it was a miracle. That old darling 
seemed to come back to life. The tw^o didn’t run into each 
other’s arms . . . they shook hands . . . and the little boy bowed his 
head and Sir Arthur kissed the top of it, and said ” Dear Mouse- 
head, you’ve come back to me.” . . . And then 1 slipped away.’ 

There was another scene that night in which I played a part, 
for we finished at Carlton House Terrace. Of what happened 
there I liave only# a confused recollection. I remember Julius 
Victor kissing Mary’s hand, and the Duke shaking mine as ifhf 
would never stop. 1 remember Mercot, who looked uncom- 
monly fit and handsome, toasting me m champagne, and Adela 
Victor sitting at a piano and singing to us divinely. But my chief 
memory is of a French nobleman whirling a distinguished Ger- 
man engineer into an extemporized dance of joy. 

CliAPTER XX 
Machray 

A WEEK later, after much consultation with Sandy, 1 wrote 
Medina a letter. The papers said he had gone alyoadJbr a short 
rest, and 1 could imagine the kind of mental purgatory he was 
enduring in some Mediterranean bay. We had made up our mind 
to be content with success. Victory meant a long campaign in the 
courts and the Press, in which no doubt wc should have won, but 
for which I at any rate had no stomach. The Whole business wais a 
nightmare which I longed to shut the door on ; we had drawn his 
fangs; and for all I cared he might go on with his politics and 

251 



dazzle the world with his gifts, provided he kept his hands out of 
crime. 1 vncoie and told him that; told him that the three people 
who knew everything would hold their tongues, but that they 
reserved the right to speak if he ever showed any sign of running 
crooked. I had no reply and did not expect one. I had lost all my 
hate for the man, and, so strangely are we made, what I mostly 
felt was compassion. We are all, even the best of us, egotists and 
self-deceivers, and without a little comfortable make-believe to 
clothe us we should freeze in the outer winds. I shuddered when I 
thought of the poor devil with his palace of cards about his ears 
and his naked soul. 1 felt that further triumph would be an offence 
against humanity. 

He must have got my message, for in July he was back at his 
work, and made a speech at a big political demonstration which 
was highly commended in the papers. Whether he went about in 
society I do not know, for Sandy was in Scotland and I was at 
Fosse, and not inclined to leave it . . . Meantime Macgillivray’s 
business was going on, and the Press was fail of strange cases, 
which no one seemed to think of connecting. I gathered from 
Macgillivray that though the syndicate was^mashed to little bits 
he had failed to make the complete bag of malefactors that he 
had hoped. In England there were three big financial exposures 
followed by long sentences ; in Paris there was a first-rate political 
scandal and a crop of convictions ; a labour agitator and a cop- 
per magnate in the Middle West went to gaol for life, and there 
was the famous rounding-up of the murder gang in Turin. But 
Macgillivray and his colleagues, like me, had success rather than 
victory; indeed in this world I don’t think you can get both at 
once - you must make your choice. 

We saw Mercot at the ‘House’ Ball at Oxford, none the worse 
for his adventufps, but rather the better, for he was a man now 
and not a light-witted boy. Early in July Mary and I went to 
Paris for Adela Victor’s wedding, the most gorgeous show I have 
ever witnessed, when I had the privilege of kissing the bride and 
bfeing kissed by the bridegroom. Sir Arthur Warcliff brought 
David to pay us a visit at Fosse, where the boy fished from dawn 
to dusk^ and began to get some flesh on his bones. Archie Roy- 
lance arrived and the pair took such a fancy to each other that the 
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three of them went off to Norway to have a look at the birds on 
Flacksholm. 

I was busy during those weeks making up arrears of time at 
Fosse, for my long absence had put out the whole summer pro- 
gramme. One day, as I was down in the Home Meadow, plan- 
ning a new outlet for one of the ponds, Sandy turned up, an- 
nouncing that he must ha\e a talk with me and could only spare 
twenty minutes. 

‘When does your tenancy of Machray begin?’ he asked. 

‘I l:ave got it now - ever since April. The sea-trout come early 
there.’ 

‘And you can go up whenever you like?’ 

‘ Ves. V/e rr^nose starting about the fifth of August.’ 

‘Take my adv ce and start at once,’ he said. 

I asked why, though 1 guessed his reason. 

‘Because I’m not \cry happy about you here. You’ve insulted 
to the marrow the vainest and one of the cleverest men in the 
world. Don’t imagmc he’ll take it lying down. You maj' be sure 
he is spending sleepless nights planning how he is to get even witl 
you. It’s you he is chiefly thinking about. Me he regards as a rival 
m the same line of business - he’d love to break me, but he’ll trust 
to luck for the chance turning up. Lavater has been his slave and 
lias escaped - but at any rate he once acknowledged his power. 
You have fooled him from start to finish and left his vanity one 
•aw lluobbing sore. He won’t be at ease till he has had his 
revenue on you - on you and your wife.’ 

‘Pcier John!’ I exclaimed. 

He shook his head. ‘No, I don’t think so. He w'on’t try tliat 
line again - at any rate not yet awhile. But he would be mucli 
happier, Dick, if you were dead.’ 

The thought had been in my own mind for weekf, and had 
made me pretty uncomfortable. It is not pleasant to walk in peril 
of your life, and move about in constant expectation of your 
decease. I had considered the thing very carefully, and had come 
to the conclusion that I could do nothing but try to forget the 
risk. If I ever allowed myself to think about it, nry whole existence 
would be poisoned. It was a most unpleasant alTair, but after ali 
the world is full of hazards. 1 told Sandy that. 
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‘I’m quite aware of the danger,’ 1 said. ‘I always reckoned that 
as part of the price I had to pay for succeeding. But I’m hanged if 
I’m going to allow the fellow to score oflf me to the extent of dis- 
arranging my life.’ 

‘You’ve plenty of fortitude, old fellow,’ said Sandy, ‘but you 
owe a duty to your family and your friends. Of couise you might 
get police protection from Macgilhvray, but that would be an 
infernal nuisance for you, and, besides, what kind of police pro- 
tection would avail against an enemy as subtle as Medina? . . . 
No, I want you to go away. I want you to go to Machray now, 
and stay there till the end of October.' 

‘What good would that do? He can follow me there, if he 
wants to. and anyhow the whole thing would begin again when I 
came back.' 

‘I’m not so sure,’ he said. ‘In three months time his wounded 
vanity may have healed It's no part of his general game 
to have a vendetta with you, and only a passion of injured 
pride would drive him to it Presently that must die down, 
and he will see his real interest. Then as for Machray - wh> 
a Scots deer-forest is the best sanctuai<y on earth. Nobod v 
can come up that long glen without your hearing about it, and 
nobody can move on the hills without half a dozen argus-eyed 
stalkers and gillies following him. They’re the right sort of 
police protection. I want you for all our sakes to go to Machray 
at once.’ 

‘It looks like funkmg,’ I objected. 

‘Don’t be an old ass. Is there any man alive, who is not a 
ravmg maniac, likely to doubt your courage? You know per- 
fectly well that it is sometimes a brave man’s duty to run away.’ 

I thought for a bit ‘I don’t think he’ll hire ruffians to murder 
me,’ I saidt 

‘Why?’ 

‘Because he challenged me to a duel. Proposed a place in the 
^renees and offered to let me choose both seconds.’ 

‘ What did you reply?’ 

‘I wired, “Try not to be a fool.’* It looks as if he wanted to keep 
the job pf doing me in for himsdf.’ 

‘Very likely, and that doesn’t mend matters. I’d rather face 
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half a dozen cut-throats than Medina. What you tell me 
strengthens my argument.* 

1 was bound to admit that Sandy talked sense, and after he had 
gone I thought the matter out and decided to take his advice. 
Somehow the fact that he should have put my suspicions into 
words made them more formidable, and 1 knew again the odious 
feeling of the hunted. It was hardly fear, for I think that, if 
necessary, 1 could have stayed on at Fosse and gone about my 
business with a stiff lip. But all the peace of the place had been 
spoiled. If a bullet might at any moment come from a covert ^ 
that was the crude way I envisaged the risk - then good-bye to 
the charm of my summer meadows. 

The upshv;^ was that I warned Tom Greenslade to be ready to 
take his holiday, and by the 20th of July he and 1 and Mary and 
Peter John were settled in a little white-washed lodge tucked into 
the fold of a birch-clad hill, and looking alternately at a shrunken 
river and a cloudless sky, while we prayed for rain. 

Machray in calm weather is the most solitary place* on earth* 
lonelier and quieter even than a Boer farm lost in some hollow ol 
the veld. The moun tarns rise so sheer and high, that it seems that 
only a bird could escape, and the road from the sea-loch ten 
miles away is only a strip of heather-grown sand which looks as if 
it would end a mile off at the feet of each steep hill-shoulder. But 
when the gales come, and the rain is lashing the roof, and t}ie 
river swirls at the garden-edge, and the birches and rowans are 
tossing, then a thousand voices talk, and one lives in a world so 
loud that one’s ears are deafened and one’s voice acquires a sharp 
pitch of protest from shouting against the storm. 

We had few gales, and the last week of July was a very fair 
imitation of the Tropics. The hills were cloake^ in a heat haze, 
the Aicill river was a chain of translucent pools with a few red- 
dening salmon below the ledges, the bums were thin trickles, the 
sun drew hot scents out of the heather and bog-myrtle, and 
movement was a weariness to man and beast. That was for the 
day-time; but every evening about five o’clock there would come 
a light wind from the west, which scattered the haze, and left 
a land swimming in cool amber light. Then Mary and Tom 
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Greenslade and I would take to the hills, and return well on for 
midnight to a vast and shameless supper. Sometimes in the hot 
noontides I went alone, with old Angus the head stalker, and 
long before the season began 1 had got a pretty close knowledge 
of the forest. 

The reader must bear with me while 1 explain the lie of the 
land. The 20,000 acres of Machray extend on both sides of the 
Aicill glen, but principally to the south. West lies the Machray 
sea-loch, where the hills are low and green and mostly sheep- 
ground. East, up to the river-head, is Cilenaicill Forest, the lodge 
of which is beyond the watershed on the shore of another sea- 
loch, and on our side of the divide Iheic is only a stalker’s cottage, 
Cilenaicill is an enormous place, (ar loo big to be a single forest. 
Jt had been leased for years by Lord Clenlinnan, an uncle of 
Archie Roylance, but he was a Fad old gentleman of over 
seventy who could only get a slag when they came down to the 
low ground in October. The result was that the place was 
ridiculously undershot, and all the western end, which adjoined 
•Machray,* was virtually a sanctuary. It was a confoiinded nuisance, 
for it made it impossible to stalk our nortfrcrn beat except in a 
south-west wind, unless you wanted to shift the deer on to 
Glenaicill, and that beat had all our best grazing and seemed to 
attract all our best heads. 

Ilaripol Forest to the south w'as not so large, but 1 should think 
it was the roughest ground in Scotland. Machray had good beats 
south of the Aicill right up to the watershed, and two noble cor- 
lies, the Corrie-na-Sidhe and the Corrie Easain. Beyond the 
Vi'atershed w'as the glen of the Rcascuill, both sides of which were 
Haripol ground. The Machray heights were all over the 3,000 
lect, but rounded and fairly easy going, but the Haripol peaks 
beyond the;,stre^ were desperate rock mountains - Stob Ban, 
Stob Coire Easain, Sgurr M6r ~ comprising some of the most 
difficult climbing in the British Isles. The biggest and hardest top 
of all was at the head of the Reascuill - Sgurr Dearg, with its two 
pinnacle ridges, its three prongs, and the awesome precipice 
of its eastern face. Machray marched with Haripol on its summit, 
but it wasn’t often that any of our stalkers went that way. All 
diat upper part of the Reascuill was a series of cliffs and cliasms, 
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and the red deer - who is no rock-climber - rarely ventured there. 
For the rest these four southern beats of ours were as delightful 
hunting-ground as 1 have ever seen, and the ladies could follow 
a good deal of the stalking by means of a big telescope in the 
library window of the Lodge. JVtachray was a young man’s 
forest, for the hills rose steep almost from the sea-level, and you 
might have to go up and down 3,000 feet several times in a day. 
But Har ipol - at least the north and east parts of it -- was fit only 
for athletes, and it seemed to be its fate to fall to tenants who 
were utterly incapable of doing it justice. In recent years it had 
been leased successively to an elderly distiller, a young racing 
ne’er-do-well who drank, and a plump Ameiican railway king. It 
was now in the hands of a certain middle-aged Midland manu- 
facturer, Loiu V - i^'^ody, who had won an easy fortune and an 
easier peerage during tlic Wai . ‘Ach, he will be killed,’ Angus said. 
‘He will never get up a hundred feet of Haripol without being 
killed.’ So 1 found myself, to my disgust, afflicted with another 
unauthorized sanctuary. 

Angus was very solemn about it. He was a lean anxious man, 
just over fifty, with a face not unlike a slag’s, amazingly fast on 
the hills, a finished cragsman, and with all the Highlander s 
subtle courtesy. Kennedy, the second stalker, was of Lowland 
stock ; his father had come to the North from Galloway in the 
days of the boom in sheep, and had remained as a keeper when 
sheep prices fell. He was a sturdy young fellow, apt to suffer on 
steep slopes on a warm day, but strong as an o\ and with a better 
head than Angus for thinking out problems of weather and wind. 
Though he had the Gaelic, he was a true Lowlander, plain- 
spoken and imperturbable. It was a contidst of new and old, for 
Kennedy had served in the War, and learned many things 
beyond the other's ken. He knew, for example, how to direct 
your eye to the point he wanted, and would •give*intelligent 
directions like a battery observer, whereas with Angus it was 
always ‘D’ye see yon stone? Ay, but d’ye see another stone?’ - 
and so forth. Kennedy, when we sat down to rest, would smoke a 
cigarette in a holder, while Angus lit the dottle in a foul old pipe. 

In the first fortnight of August we had alternate days of rain, 
real drenching torrents, and the Aicill rose and let the fish up from' 
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the sea. There, were few sea-trout that year, but there was a 
glorious run of salmon. Greenslade killed his first, and by the end 
of a week had a bag of twelve, while Mary, with the luck which 
seems to attend casual lady anglers, had four in one day to her 
own rod. Those were pleasant days, though there were mild 
damp afternoons when the midges were worse than tropical 
mosquitoes. I liked it best when a brce7c rose and the sun was hot 
and we had all our meals by the v%'aterside. Once at luncheon we 
took with us an iron pot, made a fire, and boiled a fresh-killed 
salmon ‘in his broo’ - a device I recommend to anyone who 
wants the full flavour of that noble fish. 

Archie Roylancc arrived on 1 6th August, full of the lust ol 
hunting. He reported that they had seen nothing remarkable in 
the way of birds at Flacksholm, but that David Ward iff had had 
great sport with the sea-trout. ‘There’s a good boy for you,’ he 
declared. ‘First-class little sportsman, and to sec him and his 
father together made me want to get wedded straight off. 1 
thought him a bit hipped at Fosse, but the North Sea put him 
right, and I left him as jolly as a grig. By thd way, what was the 
matter with him in the summer? 1 gathered that he had been 
seedy or something, and the old man catf t let him out of hi.> 
sight . . . Let’s get in Angus, and talk deer.’ 

An^s was ready to talk deer till all hours. 1 had fixed the 
21st for the start of the season, though the beasts Vv'ere in such 
forward condition that we might have begun four days earlier. 
Angus reported that he had aheadv seen several stags clear ol 
\dvet. But he was inrlincd to be doieiul about oar neighbours. 

‘My uncle Aloandcr is past prayin’ for,’ said Archie. ‘He 
lives for that forest of his, and he won’t have me there early in the 
season, for he says I have no judgement about beasts and won’t 
listen to the stalkers. In October, you see, he has me under his 
own eye. He refuses to let a stag be k illcd unless it’s a hummel or a 
diseased ancient. Result is, the place is crawlin’ with fine stags 
that have begun to go back and won’t perish till they’re fairly 
tjfioulderin’. Poor notion, of a stud has my uncle Alexander . . . 
What about Haripol? Who has it this year?’ 

When he heard he exclaimed delightedly. ‘I know old Clay- 
body. Rather a good old fellow in his way, and uncommon 
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free-handed. Rum old bird, too! He once introduced his son to 
me as “The Honourable Johnson Claybody”. Fairly wallows in 
his peerage. You know he wanted to take the title of Lord Oxford, 
because he had a boy goin’ up to Magdalen, but even the Heralds’ 
College jibbed at that. But he’ll iiever get up those Haripol hills. 
He’s a little fat puffin’ old man. I’m not very spry on my legs now, 
but compared to Claybody I’m a gazelle.’ 

‘He’ll maybe have veesitors,’ said Angus. 

‘You bet he will. He’ll have the Lodge stuffed with young men, 
for there are various Honourable Claybody daughters. Don’t 
fgmcy they’ll be much good on the hill, though.’ 

‘They will not be good, Sir Archibald,’ said the melancholy 
Angus. ‘There will have been some of them on the hill already. 
They will be no cetlcr than to wrists.’ 

‘Towrists’ I should explain were the poison in Angus’s cup. By 
that name he meant people who trespassed on a deer forest 
during, or shortly before, the stalking season, and had not the 
good manners to give him notice and ask his consent. He dis- 
tinguished them sliarply Irom what he called muntaneers’, a» 
class which he respected, for they were modest and civil folk who 
came usually with ropes and icc axes early in the spring, and were 
accustomed to feast off Angus’s ham and eggs and thaw their 
frozen limbs by Angus’s fire. If they came at other seasons it was 
after discussing their routes with Angus. They went where no deei' 
could travel, and spent their time, as he said, ‘shamming then- 
selves into shimneys.’ But the ‘towrist’ was blatant and foolish 
and abundantly discourteous, lie tramped, generally in a noisy 
parly, over deei-ground, and, if lemonstrated with, became 
truculent. A single member of the species could wreck the stalking 
on a beat for several days, ‘The next I see on Machray,’ said 
Angus, ‘1 will be rolling down a big stone on him.’ Some of the 
Haripol guests, it appeared, were of this maligri*bree3, and had 
been wandering thoughtlessly over the forest, thereby wrecking 
their own sport - and mine. 

‘They will have Alan Macnicol’s heart broke,’ he concluded. 
‘And Alan was saying to me that they was afful bad shots. 
They was shooting at a big stone and missing it. And they will 
have little ponies to ride on up to the tops, for the creatures 
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is no use at walking 1 hope they will fall down and break their 
necks/ 

‘They can’t all be bad shots/ said Archie. ‘By the way, Dick, I 
forgot to tell you. You know Medina, Dominick Medina? You 
once told me you knew him. We.U, I met him on the steamer, and 
he said he was going to put in a week with old Claybody.’ 

That piece of news took the light out of the day for me. If 
Medina was at Hanpol it was most certainly with a purpose, I 
had thought little about the matter since I arrived at Machray, 
for the place had an atmosphere of impregnable seclusion, and 1 
seemed to have shut a door on my recent hie. I had fallen into a 
mood of content and whole-hearted absorption in the ritual of 
wild sport. But now my comfort vanished. I looked up at the 
grim wall of hills towards Hanpol and wondered what mischief 
was hatching behind it. 

I warned Angus and Kennedy and the gillies to keep a good 
look-out for trespassers. Whenevei one was seen, they were to get 
their glasses on him and follow him and report his appearance 
and doings to me. Then I went out alone to shoot a brace of 
grouse for the pot, and considered the whale matter very care- 
fully. I had an instinct that Medina had come to these parts to 
have ^.reckonmg with me, and I was determined not to shirk it. 
I could not go on living under such a menace ; 1 must face it and 
reach a settlement. To Mary, of course, I could say nothing, and 1 
saw no use m telling either Archie or Greenslade. It was, meta- 
phorically, and perhaps literally, my own funeral. But next 
morning 1 did not go fishing. Instead, I stayed at home and wrote 
out a full account of the whole affair up to Medina’s appearance 
at Hanpol, and I set down baldly what I believed to be his pur- 
pose. This was in case 1 went out one day and did not return 
When I finished it, 1 put the document in my dispatch-box, and 
felt easier, as a hian feels when he has made his will. I only hoped 
the time of waiting would not be prolonged. 

The 21st was a glorious blue day, with a morning haze which 
promised heat. What wind there was came from the south-east, 
so I sent Archie out on the Come Easain beat, and went myself, 
with one gillie, to Clach Glas, which is the western peak on the 
north bank of the Aicill. I made a practice of doing my own 
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stalking, and by this time I knew the ground well enough to do it 
safely. I saw two shootable stags, and managed to get within 
range of one of them, but spared him for the good of the forest, 
as he was a young beast whose head would improve. I had a 
happy and peaceful day, and tound to my relief that I wasn’t 
worrying about the future The clear air and the great spaces 
seemed to have given me the placid latalism of an Arab. 

When I returned I was greeted by Maiy with the news that 
Archie had got a stag, and that she had followed most of his 
stalk through the big telescope Archie himself arrived^just befoie 
dinner, very cheerful and loquacious He tound that his game leg 
made him slow, but he declaied that he was not m the least tired 
At dinner we had to listen to every detail oi his day, and we had a 
sweep on u»e oecAi ^ weight, which Mary won Afterwards in the 
smoking-room he told me more 
‘Those infernal tailois from Haripol were out to-day. Pretty 
wild shots they must be When we were lunchin' a spent bullet 
whistled over our heads - a long way off, to be sure, but I call it 
uncommon bad form You should have heard Angus cuise ip 
Gaelic. Look here, Dick, I’ve a good mind to drop a line to old 
Claybody and ask him to caution his people. The odds are a 
million to one, of course, against their doin’ any harm, but 
there’s always that nullionth chance I had a feehn’ to-day as if 
the Wai had started over again ’ 

I replied that if anything of the sort happened a second tiBftw * 
would certainly protest, but I pietended to make light of it, as a 
thing only possible with that paiticular brand of wind. But I 
realized now what Medina’s plans weie. He had been tramping 
about Haripol, getting a notion of the he of the land, and I knew 
that he had a big-gamc hunter’s quick eye for country. He had 
fostered the legend of wild shooting among the Hanpol guests, 
and probably he made himself the wildest of tfce lot. The buILt 
which sang over Archie’s head was a proof, but he waited on the 
chance of a bullet which would not miss. If a tragedy hapreaed, 
everyone would believe it was a pime accident, there would be 
heart-broken apologies, and, though Sand: and one or two 
others would guess the truth, nothing could be proved, and in any 
case it wouldn’t help me ...Ot course I could stalk only on the 
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north beats of Machray, but the idea no sooner occurred to me 
than I dismissed it. I must end this hideous suspense. I must 
accept Medina’s challenge and somehow or other reach a settle^- 
ment. 

When Angus came in for orders, I told him that I was going 
stalking on the Corrie-na-Sidhe beat the day after lo-morrow, and 
I asked him to send word privately to Alan Macnicol at Haripol. 

‘It will be no use, sir,’ he groaned. ‘The vecsitors will no heed 
Alan.’ 

But I told him to send word nevertheless. I wanted to give 
Medina the chance he sought. It was my business to draw his fire. 

Next day we slacked and fished. In the afternoon I went a little 
way up the hill called Clach Glas, from which 1 could get a view 
of the ground on the south side of the Aicill. It was a clear quiet 
day, with the wind steady in the south-east, and promising to con- 
tinue there. The great green hollow of Corrie-na-Sidhe was clear 
in every detail ; much of it looked like a tennis-court, but I knew 
that what seemed smooth sward was really matted blaeberries and 
bidden boulders, and that the darker patches were breast-high 
bracken and heather. Corrie Easain I could^ot see, for it was 
hidden by the long spur of Bheinn Fhada, over which peeped the 
cloven summit of Sgurr Dearg. I searched all the ground with my 
glasses, and picked up several lots of hinds, and a few young 
stags, but there was no sign of human activity. There seemed to be 
a rifle out, however, on Glenaicill Forest, for I heard two far- 
away shots towards the north-east. I lay a long time amid the fern, 
with bees humming around me and pipits calling, and an occa- 
sional buzzard or peregrine hovering in the blue, thinking 
precisely the same thouglits that I used to have in T ranee the day 
before a big action. It was not exactly nervousness that I felt, but 
a sense that the foundations of everything had got loose, and that 
the world hSd become so insecure that I had better draw down the 
blinds on hoping and planning and everything, and become a log. 
I was very clear in my mind that next day was going to bring the 
crisis. 

Of course I didn’t want Mary to suspect, but I forgot to caution 
Archie, and that night at dinner, as ill luck would have it, he 
rnentioned that Medina was at Haripol. I could see her eyes p-ow 
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troubled, for I expect she had been having the same anxiety as 
myself those past weeks, and had been too proud to declare it. As 
we were going to bed she asked me point-blank what it meant. 
‘Nothing in the world,’ I said, ‘fie is a great stalker and a friend 
of the Claybodys. I don’t suppose he has the remotest idea that I 
am here. Anyhow that alTair is all over. He is not going to cross 
our path if he can help it. The one wisli in his heart is to avoid 
us.’ 

She appeared to be satisfied, but I don’t know how much she 
slept that night. I never woke till six o'clock, but when I opened 
my eyes 1 felt too big a load on my heart to let me stay in bed, so I 
went down to the Garden Pool and had a swim. That invigorated 
me, and indeed it was not easy to be depressed in that gorgeous 
morning, with the aticamers oi mist still clinging to the high tops, 
and the whole glen a harmony of singing birds and tumbling 
waters. J noticed that tlic wind, what there was of it, seemed to 
have shifted more to the east - a very good quarter for the Corrie- 
na-Sidhe beat. 

Angus and Kennedy were waiting outside the smoking-room,* 
and even the pessimism of the head stalker was mellowed by the 
weather. ‘1 think,’ he said slowly, ‘we will be getting a sta-ag. 
There was a big beast on Bheinn Fhada yesterday - Kennedy 
seen him - a great beast he was - maybe nineteen stone, but Ken- 
nedy never right seen his head . . . V/e’d better be moving on, sir.’ 

Mary whispered in my car. ‘There’s no danger, Dick? You’re 
sure?’ I have never heard her voice more troubled. 

‘Not a scrap,’ I laughed. ‘It’s an easy day and I ought to be 
back for tea. You’ll be able to follow me all the time through the 
big telescope.’ 

We started at nine. As I left, I had a picture of Greenslade sit- 
ting on a garden-seat busy with fly-casts, and Archie smoking his 
pipe and reading a three-days-old Times^ and P8ter Tohn going 
off with his nurse, and Mary looking after me with a curious 
tense gaze. Behind, the smoke of the chimneys was rising straight 
into the still air, and the linches were t^fittering among the Prince 
Charlie roses. The sight gave me a pang. I might never enter my 
little kingdom again. Neither wife nor friends could help me: it^ 
was my own problem, which I must face alone. 
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We crossed the bridge, and began to plod upwards through a 
wood of hazels. In such fashion 1 entered upon the strangest day 
of my life. 


CHAPTER XXI 

How I Stalked Wilder Game Than Deer 


9 A.M. TO 2.15 P.M 

Obviously ! could make no plan, and I had no clear idea in my 
head as to what kind of settlement 1 wanted with Medina. I was 
certain that 1 should find him somewhere on the hill, and that, it 
he got a chance, he would try to kill me. The odds were, of course, 
against his succeeding straight off, but escape was not what I 
sought ~ I must get rid of this menace for ever. 1 don't think that 
1 wanted to kill him, but indeed I never tried to analyse my feel- 
ings. I was obeying a blind instinct, and letting myself drift on the 
tides of fate. 

Corrie-na-Sidhe is an upper corrie, separated from the Aicill 
valley by a curtain of rock and scree which 1 dare say was once 
the moraiAe of a glacier and down which the Alt-na-Sidhe tum- 
bled in a fine chain of cascades. So steep is its fall that no fish can 
ascend it, so that, while at the foot it is full of sizable trout, in the 
Corrie itself it holds nothing, as Greenslade reported, but little 
dark fingerlings. It was very warm as we mounted the chaos 
of slabs and boulders, wheie a very sketchy and winding track 
had been cut for bringing down the deer. Only the toughest kind 
of pony could make that ascent. Though the day was young the 
heat was already great, and the glen behind us swam in a glassy 
sheen. Kennedy, as usual, mopped his brow and grunted, but the 
lean Angus stride ahead as if he were on the flat. 

At the edge of the corrie we halted for a spy. Deep hollows have 
a tri^jk of drawing the wind, and such faint currents of air as I 
could detect seemed to be coming on our left rear from the north- 
east. Angus was positive, however, that though the south had 
gone out of the wind, it was pretty well due east, with no north 
in it, and maintained that when we were farther up the corrie we 
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would have it fair on our left cheek. We were not long in finding 
beasts. There was a big drove of hinds on the right bank of the 
burn, and another lot, with a few small stags, on the left bank, 
well up on the face of Bheinn Fhada. But there was nothing shoot- 
able there. 

‘The big stags will be all on the high tops,’ said Angus. ‘We 
must be getting up to the burnhead.' 

It was easier i^aid than done, for there w’ere the hinds to be cir- 
cumvented, so we had to make a long circuit far up the hill called 
Clonlet, which is the westernmost of the Machray tops south of 
the Aicill. It was rough going, for we mounted to about the 3,000 
feet level, and traversed the hill-side just under the upper scarp of 
rock. Present'y we were looking down upon the cup which w'as 
the head of the corric, and over the col could see the peak of 
Stob Coire Easain and the ridge of Stob Ban, both on llaripol 
and beyond the Rcasciiill. We had another spy, and made out two 
small lots of stags on the other side of the Alt-na-Sidhc. They 
were too far off to get a proper view of them, but one or two 
looked good beasts, and I decided to get nearer. 

We had to make a cautious descent of the hill-side in case ot 
deer lying in pockets, for the place was seamed with gullies. 
Before we were half-way down I got my telescope on one of the 
lots, and picked out a big stag with a poor head, which clearly 
wanted shooting. Angus agreed, and we started down a shelterihr 
ravine to get to the burnside. The sight of a quarry made me fbi 
get everything else, and for the next hour and a half I hadn’t a 
thought in the world except how to get within range of that beast. 
One stalk is very much like another, and I am not going to 
describe this. The only trouble came from a small stag in our 
rear, which had come over Clonlet and got the scent of our track 
on the hill-face. This unsettled him and he went off at^a great pace 
towards the top of the burn, I thought at first that the brute 
would go up Bheinn Fhada and carry off our lot with him, but he 
came to a halt, changed his mind, and made foi the Haripol 
march and the col. 

After that it was plain sailing. We crawled nn the right of the 
Alt-na-Sidhe, which was first-class cover, and then turned -up a 
tribytary gully which came down from Bheinn Fhada. Indeed the 
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whole business was too simple to be of much interest to anyone, 
except the man with the rifle. When I judged I was about the 
lattitude of my stag, I crept out of the burn and reached a hillock 
from which I had a good view of him. The head, as I suspected, 
was poor - only nine points, though the horns were of the rough, 
thick, old Highland type, but the body was heavy, and he was 
clearly a back-going beast. After a wait of some twenty minutes 
he got up and gave me a chance at about two hundred yards, 
and I dropped him dead with a shot in the neck, which was the 
only part of him clear. 

It was for me the first stag of the season, and it is always a 
pleasant moment when the tension relaxes and you light your 
pipe and look around you. As soon as the gralloch was over 
I proposed lunch, and we found for the purpose a little nook 
by a spring. We were within a few hundred yards of the 
Haripol march, which there docs not run along the watershed 
but crosses the corrie about half a mile below the col. In the 
old days of sheep there had been a fence, the decaying posts 
ef which could be observed a little way off on a knoll. Between 
the fence and the col lay some very rough ground, where the 
Alt-na-Sidhe had its source, ground so broken that it was 
impossible, without going a good way up the hill, to see from it 
the watershed ridge. 

1 tinished Mary’s stuffed scones and ginger biscuits, and had a 
drink of whisky and spring water, while Angus and Kennedy ate 
their lunch a few yards off in the heather. I was just lighting my 
pipe, when a sound made me pause with the match in my hand. A 
rifle bullet sang over my head. It was not very near - fifty feet or 
so above me, and a little to the left. 

‘The tamned towrists ! ’ 1 heard Angus exclaim. 

I knew it was Medina as certainly as if I had seen him. He was 
somewhere in the rough ground between the Haripol march and 
the col - probably close to the col, for the sound of the report 
seemed to come from a good way off. He could not have been 
aiming at me, for 1 was peffectly covered, but he must have seen 
me when I stalked the stag. He had decided that his chance was 
not yet cojme, and the shot was camouflage - to keep up the 
reputation of Haripol for wild shooting. 
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'It would be the staggie that went over the march,’ grunted 
Angus. ‘The towrists - to be shooting at such a wee beast!’ 

• I had suddenly made up rny mind. I would give Medina the 
opportunity he sought. I v/ould go and look for him. 

I got up and stretched my lega. ‘I’m going to try a stalk on my 

n,’ I told Angus. ‘ Til go over to Corrie F a sain. You had better 
pi'll this beast down to the burnsidc, and then fetch the pony. 
You miglit send Ilughie and the otiier pony up Glenaicill to the 
Mad Burn. If T get a stag I’ll gralloch him and get him down 
somehow to the burn so tell Hughic to look out for my signal. I’ll 
wave a w'hitc handkerchief. The wind is backing round to the 
north, Angus. It should be all right for Corrie Easain, if 1 take it 
IVom the south.’ 

'it would be better for Sgurr Dearg,’ said Angus, ‘but that’s 
ower far. Have you the cartridges, sir?’ 

‘ Plenty,’ I said, patting a side pocket. ‘Give me that spare rope, 
Kennedy. I’ll want it for hauling down my stag, if I get one.’ 

I put my little .240 into its cover, nodded to the men, and 
turned down the gully to the main burn. 1 wasn’t goingio appeaj 
on tlie bare hill-side so long as it was possible for Medina to have 
a shot at me. But soon a ridge shut off the view from the Haripol 
ground, and I then took a slant up the face of Bhcinn Fhada. 

Mary had spent most of the morning at the big telescope in the 
library window. She saw us reach the rim of the corrie and lost 
when we moved up the side of Clonlet. We came into view' agaii- 
far up the corrie, and she saw the stalk and the death of the stag. 
Then she went to luncheon, but hastened back in the middle jf it 
m time to see me scrambling alone among the screes of Bhcinn 
Fhada. At first she w'as reassured because she thought I was 
coming home. But when she realized that I was mounting higher 
and was making for Corrie Easain her heart sank, and, when I 
had gone out of view, she could do nothing butfran^ miserably 
about the garden. 

II 

2.15 P.M. TO ABOUT 5 P.M. 

It was very hot on Blieinn Fhada, for I was out of the wind/ but 
when I reached the ridge and looked down on Corrie Easain I 
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found a fair breeze, which had certainly more north than east in it. 
There was not a cloud in the sky, and every top for miles round 
stood out clear, except the Haripol peaks which were shut off by 
the highest part of the ridge I stood on. Corrie Easain lay far 
below - not a broad cup like Corne-na-Sidhe, but a deep gash in 
the hiUs, inclined at such an angle that the stream in it was 
nothing but white water. We called it the Mad Bum - its Gaelic 
name, I think, was the Alt-a-mhutllin - and half-way up and just 
opposite me a tributary, the Red Burn, came down from the cliffs 
of Sgurr Dearg. I could see the northern peak of that mountain, a 
beautiful cone of rock, rising like the Matterhorn from its glacis 
of scree. 

I argued that Medina would have seen me going up Bheinn 
Fhada and would assume I was bound for Corrie Easain. He 
would re-cross the col and make for the Haripol side of the 
beallach which led from that corrie to the Reascuill. Now 1 
wanted to keep the higher ground, where I could follow his move- 
ments, so it was my aim to get to the watershed ridge looking 
down on Haripol before he did. The wind was a nuisance, for it 
was blowing from me and would move any "deer towards him, 
thereby giving him a clue to my whereabouts. So I thought that if 
1 could once locate him, I must try to get the lee side of him. At 
that time J think 1 had a vague notion of driving him towards 
Machray. 

I moved at my best pace along the east face of Bheinn Fhada 
towards the beallach - which was a deep rift in the grey rock- 
curtain through which deer could pass. My only feeling was 
excitement, such as I had never known before in any stalk. 1 
slipped and sprawled among the slabs, slithered over the screes, 
had one or two awkward traverses round the butt-end of cliffs, 
but in about twenty minutes I was at the point where the massij 
of Bheinn^Fhafla joined the watershed ridge. The easy way was 
now to get on to the ridge, but I dared not appear on the sky-line, 
so I^ptade a troublesome journey along the near side of the ridge- 
wall, sometimes out on the face of sheer precipices, but more often 
involved in a chaos of loose boulders which were the debris of the 
upper rocks. I was forced pretty far down, "and eventually struck 
the beallach path about five hundred feet below the summit. 
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At the crest I found 1 had no view of the Reascuill valley - only 
a narrow come blocked by a shoulder of hill and the bald top of 
Stob Coirc Easain beyond. A prospect I must have, so I turned 
east along the watershed ridge in the dneclion of Sgurr Dearg. 1 
was by this lime very warm, foM had come at a brisk pace; I had 
a rifle to carry, and had Angus’s rope round my shoulders like a 
Swiss guide , I was wearing an ola grey suit, which, with bluish 
stockings, made me pretty well invisible on that hill-side. Presently 
as I mounted the ridge, keeping of course under the sky-lme, I 
came to a place whcie a lift of rock enabled me to cleai the spurs 
and command a mile oi so of the Reascuill. 

The place was on the sky-line, bare and exposed, and 1 crawled 
to the edge vvh''’*e I could get a view. Below me, after a few bun- 
dled yards of locks and scree, I saw a long tract of bracken and 
deep heathei sweeping down to the stream. Medina, 1 made sure, 
was somewhere thereabouts, watching the ridge. I calculated that, 
with his re-ciossmg of the col at the head of C orrie-na-Sidhe and 
his working round the south end of Bhcinn Fhada, he could not 
have had tine to get to the bcallachy or near the bealhchy before 
me, and must still be on the lower ground. Indeed 1 hoped to 
catch sight of him, for, while 1 was assured he was pursuing me, 
he could not know that I was after him, and might be off his 
guard. 

But there was no sign of life in that sunny st^c^rh of green dm 
purple, broken by the grey of boulders. I seaiched it with my gla 
and could see no movement except pipits, and a curlew by a patcli 
of bog. Then it occurred to me to show myself. He must be made 
to know that 1 had accepted his challenge. 

I stood up straight on the edge of the steep, and decided to re- 
main standing till I had counted fifty. It was an msane thing to do, 
I dare say, but I was determined to force the pace ... I had got to 
forty-one without anythmg happening. Then^a sudden instinct 
made me crouch and step aside. That movement was my sal- 
vation, There was a sound like a twanged fiddle-strmg, and a 
bullet passed over my left shoulder.* I felt the wind of it on my 
cheek. 

The next second 1 was on my back wriggling below the sky-lme. 
Onge there 1 got to my feet and rah - up the ridge on my left 'to 
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get a view from higher ground. The shot, so far as I could judge, 
had come from well below and a little to the east of where 1 had 
been standing. I found another knuckle of rock, and crept to the * 
edge of it, so that 1 looked from between two boulders into the 
glen. 

The place was still utterly quiet. My enemy was hidden there, 
probably not half a mile off, but there was nothing to reveal his 
presence. The light wind stirred the bog cotton, a merlin sailed 
across to Stob Coire Easain, a raven croaked in the crags, but 
these were the only sounds. There was not even a sign of deer. 

My glass showed that half-way down an old ewe was feeding - 
one of those melancholy beasts which stray into a forest from 
adjacent sheep-ground, and lead a precarious life among the 
rocks, lean and matted and wild, till some gillie cuts their throats. 
They are far sharper-eyed and quicker of hearing than a stag, and 
an unmitigated curse to the stalker. The brute was feeding on a 
patch of turf near a big stretch of bracken, and suddenly I saw 
her raise her head and stare. It was the first time I had ever felt 
well disposed towards a sheep. 

She was curious about something in a shallow gully which 
flanked the brackens, and so was I. I kept my glass glued on 
her, and saw her toss her disreputable head, stamp her foot, 
and then heard her whistle through her nose. This was a snag 
Medina could not have reckoned with. He was clearly in that 
gully, working his way upward in its cover, unwitting that the 
ewe was giving him away. 1 argued that he must want to reach 
the high ground as soon as possible. He had seen me on the 
ridge, and must naturally conclude that I had beaten a retreat. 
My first business, therefore, was to reassure him. 

I got my rifle out of its cover, which I stuffed into my pocket. 
There was a little patch of gravel just on the lip of the gully, 
and I calculated tfiat he would emerge beside it, under the shade 
of a blaeberry-covered stone. I guessed right ... I saw first an 
arm, and then a shoulder part the rushes, and presently a face 
which peered up-hill. My glass showed me that the face was 
Medina’s, very red, and dirty from contact with the peaty soil. 
He slowly reached for his glass, and began to scan the heights. 

I don’t know what my pufpose >vas at this time, if indeed I 
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had any purpose. 1 didn’t exactly mean to kill him, I think, 
though I felt it might come to that. Vaguely 1 wanted to put him 
•out of action, to put the fear of God into him, and make him 
come to terms. Of further consequences I never thought. But 
now 1 had one clear intention - to make him understand that 
1 accepted his challenge. 

1 put a bullet neatly into the centre of the patch of gravel, 
and then got my glass on it. He knew the game all right. In a 
second like a weasel he was back in the gully. 

1 reckoned that now 1 had my chance. Along the ridge I 
went, mounting fast, and keeping always below the skyline. I 
wanted to get to the lee side of him and so be able to stalk him 
up-wind, and I thought that 1 had an opportunity now to turn 
the head of the Kcascuill by one of the sleep corries which 
descend from Sgurr Dearg. Looking back, it all seems very 
confused and amateurish, for what could I hope to do, even 
if I had the lee side, beyond killing or wounding him? and 1 
had a chance of that as long as I had the upper ground. But in 
the excitement of the chase the mind does not take, long views, 
and I was enthralled by the crazy sport of the thing. 1 did not 
feel any fear, because 1 was not worrying about consequences. 

Soon I came to the higher part of the ridge and saw frowning 
above me the great rock face of Sgurr Dearg. I saw, loo, a 
thing I had forgotten. There was no way up that mountain 
direct from the ridge, for the tower rose as perpendicular as a 
house-wall. To surmount it a man must traverse on one side or 
the other - on the Mach ray side by a scree slope, or on the 
Haripol side by a deep gully which formed the lop of the corric 
into which I was now looking. Across tluit corric was the first 
of the great buttresses which Sgurr Dearg sends down to the 
r^eascuill. ft w'as the famous Pinnacle Ridge (as mountaineers 
called it); 1 had climbed it three weeks beforehand found it 
pretty stiff; but then I had kept the ridge all the way from the 
valley bottom, and 1 did not see any practicable road up the 
corrie face of it, which seemed m^thing but slabs and rotten 
rocks, while the few chimneys had ugly overhangs. 

I lay flat and reconnoitred. What was Medina likely. to do? 
After my shot he could not follow up the ridge - the cover Was 
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too poor on the upper slopes. I reasoned that he would keep 
on in the broken ground up the glen till he reached this corrie, 
and try to find a road to the high ground either by the corrie 
itself or by one of the spurs. In that case it was my business to 
wait for him. But first 1 thought 1 had better put a fresh clip 
in my magazine, for the shot I had fired had been the last 
cartridge in the old clip. 

It was now that 1 made an appalling discovery. I had felt 
my pockets and told Angus that I had plenty of cartridges. So 
I had, but they didn't tit ... 1 remembered that two days before 
I had lent Archie my .240 and had been shooting with a Mann- 
licher. What I had in my pocket were Mannlicher clips left ove: 
from that day ... I might chuck my rille away, for it was no 
more use than a pokei. 

At first I was stunned by the latality. Here was 1, engaged in 
a duel on a wild mountain with one of the best shots in the 
world, and I had lost my gun! The sensible course would have 
been to go home. There was plenty of time for that, and long 
before Medina reached the ridge I could be in cover m the gorge 
- of the Mad Bum. But that way out of it never occurred to me. 
1 had chosen ^to set the course, and the game must be played 
•out here and now. But 1 confess 1 was pretty well in despair anu 
could see no plan, 1 think I had a faint hope of protracting the 
thing tUl dark and then trusting to my hill-craft to get even 
with him, but I had an unpleasant feeling that he was not likely 
to oblige me with so long a delay. 

I forced myself to think and decided that Medina would 
either come up the corrie or take the steep spur which formed 
the right-hand side of it and ran down to the Reascuill. The 
second route would give him cover, but also render him liable 
to a surprise at close quarters if I divined his intention, for 1 
might suddertiy confront him four yards off at the top of one 
of the pitches. He would therefore prefer the corrie, which was 
magnificently broken up with rocks, and seamed with ravines, 
and at the same time gave a^clear view of all the higher ground. 

With my face in a clump of louse-wort I raked the place 
with my glass ; "and to my delight saw deer feeding about half- 
way down in the right-hand comer. Medina could not ascend 
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the corrie without disturbing these deer - a batch of some thirty 
hinds, with five small and two fairish stags among them. There- 
fore I was protected from that side, and had only the ridge to 
watch. 

But as 1 lay there I thought of another plan. Medina, I was 
pretty certain, would try the corrie first, and would not see the 
deer till he was well inside it, for they were on a kind of platform 
which hid them from below. Opposite me across the narrow 
corrie rose the great black wall of the Pinnacle Ridge, with the 
wind blowing from me towards it. 1 remembered a tuck which 
Angus had taught me - how a stalker might have his wind 
carried against the face of an opposite mountain and then, 
so to speak, reHc-if'd from it and brought back to his own side, 
so that deer below him would get it and move away from it up 
towards him. If I let my scent be earned to the Pinnacle Ridge 
and diverted back, it would move the deer on the platform up 
tile come towards me. It would be a faint wind, so they would 
move slowly away from it - no doubt towards a gap under the 
tower of Sgurr Dcarg which led to the little corrie at the head of^ 
the Red Burn. We never stalked that come, because it was 
impossible to get a stag out of it without cutting him up, so the 
place was a kind of sanctuary to which distuibed deer would 
naturally resort. 

I stood on the sky-line, being confident that Medina could 
not yet be withm sight, and let the wind, which was now stronger 
and nearly due north, rulflc my hair. I did this for about five 
minutes, and then lay down to watch the result, with my glass 
on the deer. Presently 1 saw them become restless, first the hinds 
and then the small stags lifting their heads and looking towards 
the Pinnacle Ridge. Soon a little fellow trotted a few yards 
up-hill ; then a couple of hinds moved after him ; and then by a 
sudden and simultaneous impulse the whole l>arty began to 
drift up the corrie. It was a quiet steady advance ; they were not 
scared, only a little doubtful. I saw with satisfaction that their 
objective seemed to be the gap which 4ed over to the Red Burn. 

Medina must see this and would assume that v/herever 1 was 
I was not ahead of the deer. He might look for me on the other 
side, but more likely would follow the beasts so as to get the 
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high ground. Once there he could see my movements, whether 
I was on the slopes of the Pinnacle Ridge, or down on the 
Machray side. He would consider no doubt that his marksman- 
ship was so infinitely better than mine that he had only to pick 
me out from the landscape to make an end of the business. 

What I exactly intended I do not know. I had a fleeting notion 
of lying hidden and surprising him, but the chance5 against that 
were about a million to one, and even if I got him at close 
quarters he was armed and 1 was not. 1 moved a little to the right 
so as to keep my wind from the deer, and waited with a chill 
beginning to creep over my spirit . . , My watch told me it was 
five o’clock. Mary and Peter John would be having tea among 
the Prince Charlie roses, and Grecnsladc and Archie coming up 
from the river. It would be heavenly at Machray now among 
greenery and the cool airs of evening. Up here there was loveli- 
ness enough, from the stars of butterwort and grass of Parnassus 
by the wellheads to the solemn tops of Sgurr Dearg, the coloui 
of stormy waves against a faint turquoise sky. But I knew no^^ 
that the beauty of earth depends on the eye of the beholder, foi 
suddenly the clean airy woild around me had grown leaden anc 
stifling. 


(II 

S P M TO ABOU r 7 ^0 P M 

It was a good hour before he came. I liad guessed rightly, anc 
he had made the deduction I hoped foj. He was following the 
deer towards the gap, assuming that I was on the Machray side 
I was in a rushy hollow at a junction of the main tidge and the 
spur 1 have mentioned, and 1 could see him clcaily as, will 
immense circumspection and the use of every scrap of cover 
he made Ifis w^y up the corrie. Once he was over the watershed 
I would command him from the higher ground and have th^ 
wind tp my vantage. 1 had some hope now, for I ought to b( 
able to keep him on the hill till the light failed, when my superioi 
local knowledge would come to my aid. He must be growing 
tirqd, I reflected, for he had had far more ground to cover. Foi 
•myself I felt that I could go on for ever. 
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That might have been the course of events but lor a second 
sheep. Sgurr Dearg had always been noted for possessing a few 
sKeep even on its high rocks - infernal tattered outlaws, strays 
originally from some decent flock, but now to all intents a new 
species, unclassified by science. How they lived and bred I knew 
not, but there was a legend of many a good stalk ruined by theii' 
diabolical cunning. 1 heard something between a snort and a 
whistle behind me, and, screwing my head round, saw one of these 
confounded animals poised on a rock and looking in my direc- 
tion. It could see me perfectly, too, for on that side I had no cover. 

I lay like a mouse watching Medina. He was about half a 
mile off, almost on the top of the corrie, and he had halted for 
a rest and a ai)y. i piayed fervently that be would not see the 
sheep. 

He heard it. The brute started its whistling and coughing, and 
a novice could have seen that it suspected something and knew 
where that something was. 1 observed him get his glass on mv 
lair, though from Jhe place where he was he could see nothing 
but rushes. Then he seemed to make up his mind and Suddenly* 
disappeared from view. 

I knew what he was after. He had dropped into a scaur, which 
would take him to the sky-line and enable him to come down 
on me from above, while he himself would be safe from m>' 
observation. 

There was nothing to do but to clear out. The spur dropping 
to the Reascuill seemed to give me the best chance, so I started, 
off, crouching and crawling, to get round the nose of it and on 
to the steep glen-ward face. It was a miserable job till I had 
turned the corner, for 1 expected every moment a bullet in m> 
back. Nothing happened, however, and soon I was slithering 
down awesome slabs on to insecure ledges of ljeatl|fr. I am a 
fairly experienced mountaineer, and a lover of rock, but I dislike 
vegetation mixed up with a climb, and I had too much of it 
now. There was perhaps a thousand feet of that spur, and J 
think I must hold the speed record for its descent. Scratched, 
bruised, and breathless, 1 came to anchor on a bed of screes, 
with the infant Reascuill tumbling below me, and beyond it,, 
a quacter of a mile off, the black clifls of the Pinnacle Ridge. 
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But what was my next step to be? The position was reversed. 
Medina was above me with a rifle, and my own weapon was 
useless. He must find out the road 1 had taken and would 6e 
after me like a flame ... It was no good going down the glen ; 
in the open ground he would get the chance of twenty shots. 
It was no good sticking to the spur or the adjacent ridge, for 
the cover was bad. 1 could not hide for long in the corrie . . . 
Then I looked towards the Pinnacle Ridge and considered that, 
once I got into those dark couloirs, I might be safe. The Psalmist 
had turned to the hills for his help - 1 had better look to the 
rocks. 

I had a quarter of a mile of open to cross, and a good deal 
more if 1 was to reach the ridge at a point easy of ascent. There 
were chimneys in front of me, deep black gashes, but my recol- 
lection of them was that they had looked horribly dilficult, and 
had been plentifully supplied with overhangs. Supposing I got 
into one of them and stuck. Medina would have me safe enough 
. . . But 1 couldn’t wait to think. With an ugly, cold feeling in my 
inside I got into the ravine of the burn, and had a long drink 
from a pool. Then I started down-stream, keeping close to the 
right-hand 'bank, which mercifully was high and dotted with 
rowan saplings. And as I went I was always turning my head 
to see behind and above me what I feared. 

I think Medina, who of course did not know about my 
rifle, may have suspected a trap, for he came on slowly, and 
when I caught sight of him it was not on the spur I had 
descended but farther up the corrie. Two things 1 now realized. 
One was that I could not make the easy end of the Pinnacle 
Ridge without exposing myself on some particularly bare 
ground. The other was that to my left in the Ridge was a deep 
gully which loo^^ed climbable. Moreover, the foot of that gully 
was not a hundred yards from the burn, and the mouth was 
so defjp that a man would find shelter as soon as he entered 
it. 

For the moment I could not see Medina, and 1 don’t think 
he had yet caught sight of me. There was a trickle of water 
poniing down from the gully to the burn, and that gave me an 
apology for cover. I ground my nose into the flowe-moss and let 
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the water trickle down my neck, as 1 squirmed my way up, 
praying hard that my enemy’s eyes might be sealed. 

• I think I had got about half-way, when a turn gave me a view 
of the corrie, and there was Medina halted and looking towards 
me. By the mercy of Providence my boots were out of sight, 
and my head a little lower than my shoulders, so that I suppose 
among the sand and gravel and i-ushes 1 must have been hard 
to detect. Had he used his telescope I think he must have spotted 
me, though I am not certain. I saw him staring. 1 saw him half- 
raise his rifle to his shoulder, while I heard my heart thump. 
Then he lowered liis weapon, and moved out of sight. 

Two minutes later I was inside the gully. 

The place * a:i .. like a cave with a sandy floor, and then came 
a steep pitch of rock, while the sides narrow'ed into a chimney. 
I’his was not very dirricult. I swung myself up into the second 
storey, and found that the cleft was so deep that the back wall 
was about three yards from the opening, so that I climbed in 
almost complete darkness and in perfect safety from view. This 
went on for about fifty feet, and then, after a rathet awkwatd 
chockstonc, I came to a fork. The branch on the left looked 
hopeless, while that on the right seemed to offer some chances. 
But I stopped to consider, for I remembered something, 

I remembered that this was the chimney which I had pros- 
pected three weeks before when I climbed the Pinnacle Ridgf. 
r had prospected it from above, and had come to the conclusion 
that, while the left fork might be climbed, the right was impossible 
or nearly so, for, modestly as it began, it ran out into a fearsoifie 
crack on the face of the clilf, and did not become a chimney 
again till after a hundred feet of unclimbable rotten granite. 

So [ tried the left fork, which looked horribly unpromising. 
The first trouble was a chockstone, w^hich I managed to climb 
round, and then the confounded thing widAiecl^and became 
perpendicular. 1 remembered that I had believed a way could 
be found by taking to the right-hand face, and in the excitement 
of the climb I forgot all precautions!! It simply did not occur to 
me that this face route might bring me in sigiit of eyes which 
at all costs I must avoid, 

Hwas not an easy business, for there was an extreme poverty 
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of decent holds. But I have done worse pitches in my time, and 
had I not had a rifle to carry (I had no sling), might have thought 
less of it. Very soon I was past the worst, and saw my way to 
returning to the chimney, which had once more become reason- 
able. 1 stopped for a second to prospect the route, with my foot 
on a sound ledge, my right elbow crooked round a jag of rock, 
and my left hand, which held the rifle, sti etched out so that my 
fingers could test the soundness of a certain handhold, 

Suddenly T felt the power go out of those fingers. The stone 
seemed to crumble and splinters flew into my eye. There was a 
crashing of echoes, which drowned the noise of my rifle as it 
clattered down the precipice. I remember looking at my hand 
spread-eagled against the rock, and wondering why it looked 
so strange. 

The light was just beginning to fail, so it must have been 
about half-past seven. 


IV 

7.30 P.M. AND ONWARDS 

Had anything of the soit happened to me during an ordinary 
climb I should beyond doubt have lost my footing with the 
shock and fallen. But being pursued, I suppose my nerves were 
keyed to a perpetual expectancy, and 1 did not slip. The fear 
of a second bullet saved my life. In a trice I was back in the 
chimney, and the second bullet spent itself harmlessly on the 
granite. 

Mercifully it was now easier going - honest knce-and-back 
work, which 1 could manage in spite of my shattered fingcis. 
1 climbed feverishly with a cold sweat on my brow, but every 
muscle was in order, and I knew I would make no mistake. 
The chimney was deep, and a ledge of rock hid me from my 
enemy below . . . Presently I squeezed through a gap, swung 
myself up with my right hand and my knees to a shelf, and saw 
that the difficulties were over. A shallow gully, lilled with screes, 
led up to the crest of the ridge. It was the place 1 had looked 
down on three weeks before. 

' I examined my left hand, which was in a horrid mess. The 
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top of my thumb was blown olT, and the two top joints of my 
middle and third fingers were smashed to pulp. I felt no pain 
in* them, though they were dripping blood, but I had a queer 
numbness in my left shoulder. I managed to bind the hand up 
in a handkerchief, where it maeJe a gory bundle. Then I tried 
to collect my wits. 

Medina was coming up the chimney after me. He knew 1 had 
no rifle. He was, as 1 had heard, an expert cragsman, and he 
was the younger man by at least ten years. My first thought was 
to make for the upper part of the Pinnacle Ridge, and try to 
hide or to elude him somehow till the darkness. But he could 
follow me in the transparent Northern night, and I must soon 
weaken from loss of blood. I could not hope to put sufficient 
distance LwtwcwM for safety, and he had his deadly rifle. 
Somewhere in the night or in the dawning he would get me. 
No, I must stay and fight it out. 

Could I hold the chimney? 1 had no weapon but stones, but 
1 might be able to prevent a man ascending by those intricate 
rocks. In the chimney at any rate there was cover, and Jie coulc^ 
not use his rifle . . . But would he try the chimney? Why should 
he not go round by the lower slopes of the Pinnacle Ridge and 
come on me from above? 

It was the dread of his bullets that decided me. My one 
passionate longing was for cover. I might get him in a place 
where his rifle w'as useless and I had a chance to use my greater 
muscular strength. I did not care what liappencd to me providcvl 
1 got my hands on him. Behind all my fear and confusion ancf 
pain there was now a cold fury of rage. 

So I slipped back into the chimney and descended it to where 
it turned slightly to the left past a nose of rock. Here I had 
cover, and could peer down into the darkening deeps of the 
great couloir. 

A purple haze filled the come, and the Machray tops were 
like dull amethysts. The sky was a cloudy blue sprinkled with 
stars, and mingled with the last flush ®f sunset was the first tide 
of the afterglow ... At first all was quiet in the gully. I heard the 
faint trickle of stones which are always falling in such a place, 
and opce the croak of a hungry raveft . , . Was my enemy there? 
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Did he know of the easier route up the Pinnacle Ridge? Would 
he not assume that if I could climb the cleft he could follow, and 
would he feel any dread of a man with no gun and a shatteied 
hand? 

Then from far below came a sound I recognized - iron hob- 
nails on rock. I began to collect loose stones and made a little 
pile of such ammunition beside me . . . I realized that Medina 
had begun the ascent of the lower pitches. Every breach in the 
stillness was perfectly clear - the steady scraping m the chimney, 
the fall of a fragment of rock as he surmounted the lower 
chockstone, the sci aping again as he was forced out on to the 
containing wall. The light must have been poor, but the road 
was plain. Of course 1 saw nothing of him, tor a bulge prevented 
me, but my ears told me the story. Then there was silence. I 
realized that he had come to the place where the chimney forked. 

I had my stones ready, for 1 hoped to get him when he was 
driven out on the face at the overhang, the spot where 1 had 
been when he fired. 

The sound began again, and I waited in a desperate choking 
calm. In a minuie or two would come the g;isis. 1 remember 
that the afterglow was on the Machray tops and made a pale 
light in the come below. In the cleft there was still a kind of 
dim twilight. Any moment I expected to see a dark thing in 
movement fifty feet below, which would be Medina’s head. 

But it did not come. The noise of scraped rock still continued, 
but It seemed to draw no nearer. Then 1 realized that 1 had 
‘misjudged the situation. Medina had taken the right-hand fork. 
He was bound to, unless he had made, like me, an earlier 
reconnaissance. My route in the half-light must have looked 
starkly impossible. 

The odds were now on my side. No man in the fast-gathering 
darkness coi!K3^ hope to climb the cliff face and rejoin that 
chimney after its interruption. He would go on till he stuck - 
and then it would not be too easy to get back, I reascended my 
own'^cleft, for I had a notion that I might traverse across the 
space between the two forks, and find a vantage point for a view. 

Very slowly and painfully, for my left arm was beginning to 
bum like fire and my left‘ shoulder and neck to feel strangely 
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paralysed, I wriggled across the steep face till 1 found a sort of 
gendarme of rock, beyond which the cliff fell smoothly to the 
lip of the other fork. The great gully below was now a pit of 
darkness, but the afterglow still lingered on this upper section 
and I saw clearly where Medinais chimney lay, where it narrowed 
and where it ran out. I iixed myself so as to prevent myself 
falling, for 1 feared [ was becoming hght-hcaded. Then I remem- 
bered Angus’s rope, got it unrolled, took a coil round my v^aist, 
and made a hitch over the gendatme, 

Thcie was a smothcicd cry fiom below, and suddenly came 
the ring ol metal on stone, and then a clatter of something 
falling, r knew what it meant. Medina’s rifle had gone the way 
of mine and lay now among the boulders at the chimney foot. 
At last Wo ituoM rn equal t. rms, and, befogged as my mind was, 
[ saw that nothing now could stand between us and a settlement. 

It seemed to me that I saw somctlung moving in the half-light, 
if It was Medina, he had left the chimney and was trying the 
face. That way 1 knew thcie was no hope. He wwild be forced 
back, and surely would soon realize the folly of it and descend. 
Now that his rifle had gone my hatred had ebbed. 1 seemed only 
to be watching a fellow-mountamccr in a quandary. 

He could not have been iorty Icet from me, lor I heaid his 
quick breathing. He was striving hard for holds, and the rock 
must have been rotten, for there was a continuous droppmjg of 
fragments, and once a considerable boulder hurtled down d c 
couloir. 

‘Go back, man,* I ciicd instinctively. ‘Back to the chimnc5. 
You can’t get further that way.’ 

I suppose he heard me, for he made a more violent effort, 
and I thought 1 could see him sprawl at a foothold which he 
missed, and then swing out on his hands. He was evidently 
weakening, for 1 heard a sob of weariness. ^IfTRe could not 
regain the chimney, there was three hundred feet of a fall to 
the boulders at the foot, 

‘Medina/ I yelled, ‘I’ve a rope. I’fti going to send it down to 
you. Get your arm in the loop.’ 

I made a noose at the end with my teeth and my right -hand 
wording with a maniac’s fury. 
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‘I’ll fling it straight out,’ I cried. ‘Catch it when it falls to 
you.’ 

My cast was good enough, but he let it pass, and the rope 
dangled down into the abyss. 

‘Oh, damn it, man,’ 1 roared, ‘you can trust me. We’ll have 
it out when I get you safe. You’ll break your neck if you hang 
there.’ 

Again 1 threw, and suddenly the rope tightened. He believed 
my word, and I think that was the greatest compliment ever 
paid me in all my days. 

‘Now you’re held,’ I cried. ‘I’ve got a belay here. Try and 
climb back into the chimney.’ 

He understood and began to move. But his aims and legs 
must have been numb with fatigue, for suddenly that happened 
which I feared. There was a wild slipping and plunging, and 
then he swung out limply, missing the chimney, right on to the 
smooth wall of the cliff. 

There was nothing for it but to haul him back. 1 knew Angus's 
ropes toe well to have any confidence in them, and 1 had only 
the one gPod hand. The rope ran lhrough.ji groove of stone 
which 1 had covered with my coat, and 1 hoped to work it even 
with a single arm by moving slowly upwards. 

‘I’ll pull you up,’ I yelled, ‘but for God’s sake give me some 
help. Don’t hang on the rope more than you need.’ 

My loop was a large one and 1 think he had got both arms 
through it. He was a monstrous weight, limp and dead as a 
sack, for though I could feel him scraping and kicking at the 
cliff face, the rock was too smooth for fissures. I held the rope 
with my feet planted against boulders, and wrought till m> 
muscles cracked. Inch by inch 1 was drawing him in, till J 
realized the danger. 

The rope'wiS^ grating on the sharp brink beyond the chimney 
and might at any moment be cut by a knife-edge. 

‘Medina’ - my voice must have been like a wild animal’s 
scream - ‘this is too dangerous. I’m going to let you down a 
bit so that you can traverse. There’s a sort of ledge down there. 
For Heaven’s sake go camiy with this rope.’ 

T slipped the belay from the gendarme, and hideously difficult 
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it was. Then I moved farther down to a little platform nearer 
the chimney. This gave me abc^it six extra yards. 

‘Now,’ I cried, when I had let him slip down, ‘a little to your 
left. Do you feel the ledge?’ 

He had found some sort of foothold, and for a moment there 
was a relaxation of the strain. The rope swayed to my right 
towards the chimney. 1 began to see a glimmer of hope. 

‘Cheer up,’ I cried. ‘Once in the chimney you’re safe. Sing 
out when you reach it.’ 

The answer out of the darkness was a sob. I think giddiness 
must have overtaken him, or that atrophy of muscle which is 
the peril of rock-climbing. Suddenly the rope scorched my 
fingers and a shock came on my middle which dragged me to 
the very edge oi riic abyss. 

I still believe that 1 could have saved him if I had had the use 
of both my hands, for 1 could have guided the rope away from 
that fatal knife-edge. I knew it was hopeless, but 1 put every 
ounce of strength and will into the efibrt to swing it with its 
burden into the chimney. He gave me no help, for I think - L 
hope - that he was unconscious. Next second the strands had 
parted, and I fell back with a sound in my ears which I pray God 
1 may never hear again - the sound of a body rebounding dully 
from crag to crag, and then a long soft rumbling of screes like 
a snowslip. 

I managed to crawl the few yards to the anchorage of the., 
gendarme before my senses departed. There in the morning 
Mary and Angus found me. 
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